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Dramatis Perſonae. 
M EN. 


STOCKWELL BETLCO UR. 
Capt. Du DLEY. Charles DuDLEY. 
Maj. O'FLAHERTY. STUKELY. | 
RI MER. „ +, VARLAND,,- 1 
Servant to $TOCKWELL | 


4 


Lady Rus ol vil 8 8 
Mrs. FUL. M ER. cv. 5 
LOUIS A, daughter to DUDLEY. Ye 
3 to STOGK WEIT - 
CLERXS belonging to STOCKWELL, 
SERVANTS, SAILORS, NEGROES. 


SCENE LONDON. 


\USPORT. 


| 1 e ee : 

WI 8 1 IN D I A N. 
A CT. I. SCENE I. 

A MERCHANT'S C 0MPTING Hovse. 


In an 3 , ſet off by glaſs doors, 
are diſcquered ſeveral clerks, . — at 
© their wy ks. A-writing table in the front 
room. - STOCKWEEL is diſcovered rend. 
ing a letter 5" STVKELY- comes gently out 
: of the back"roons ; and e him 9 
time before he Heel IT 
Wd REF * 
„„ LIE ſeems fiſordered: fomerbin ; 
. H. in that letter; and I'm afraid 
of an unpleaſant fort, He has many ventu- 
res of great account at ſea; a ſhip richly 
freighted for Barcelona; another for Lis- 
bon; and others expected from Cadiz of 
ſtill greater value. Beſides theſe, I know. 
he has many deep concerns in foreign bot- 
toms, and underwritings to a vaſt amount. 
Flt accoſt him. Sir! Mr. Stockwell! 
Stockw. Stukely !——Well, have you 
ſhip' d the cloths ? 
 Stukely. T have, Sir; betete bill of lad- 
ing, and copy of thei invoice: the aſſortments 
| ay are 


- —— — 


—— 
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| are all compared: Mr. Traffick will give you 
the policy upon Change. 


; life I accompanied his grandfather to Jamai- 


as the inferiority of my condition made it 


Stochew. Tis very well; lay theſe papers 
by; and no more of buſineſs for a while. 
Shut the door Stukely; I have had long 
proof of your friendſhip and fidelity to me; 

a matter of moſt intimate concern lies on my 


mind, and 'twill be a ſenſible relief to un- 


boſom myſelf to you; I have juſt now been ä 
informed of the arrival of the young Weſt 
Indian, I have ſo long been expecting; you ] 
know who I mean. 1 

- Stukely. Les, Sir; Mr. . the 0 
young gentleman, who inherited old Bel- ſ 
cour's great eſtates in Jamaica. n 

- Stockw. Huſh, not ſo loud; come a little n 


nearer this way. This Belcour is now 1n rc 
London; part of his baggage is already arri- tl 
ved; and I expect him every minute. Is it ve 
to be wonder'd at, if his coming throws me MF hi 
into ſome agitation, when I tell your" ety 

kely, he is my ſon? _ 19 2 ſec 


_ Stukely, Your ſon! 
Stoch w. Yes, Sir, my only fon ; aches in 


ca as his clerk; he had an only daughter, 
ſomewhat er than myſelf; the n of 
this gentleman: it was my chance [call it 
good or ill] to engage her affections: and, 


hopeleſs to expect her father's conſent, her 
fondneſs provided an expedient, and we we- 
Wo RET es re 


a \ComegDy. 4, 5 


re e privately ates the iſſue of that con- 
cealed engagement ont as I have told 18 


| this Belcour. © 


Stuſely. That event, ſurely , diſcovered 
your connexion. 

Stockw. You ſhalt hear. Not many dove 
after our marriage old Belcour fer 905 for 


England; and, during his abode here, m 


wife was, with great ſecreſy, delivered 
this ſon. Fruitful in expedients to diſguiſe 
her ſituation, without parting from her in- 
fant, ſhe contrived to have it laid and re- 
ceived at her door as a foundling. After 
ſome time her father returned, having left 

me here; in one of thoſe, favourable mo- 
ments, that decide the fortunes of proſpe- 
rous men, this child was introduced; from 
that inſtant, he treated him as his own, ga- 
ve him his name, and brought him up in 
1 family. | a 

Stulely. And did you never reveal this 
ſecrer, either to old Belcour, or your ſon? | 

| Srockw, Never. 

 Stukely. Therein you ſurprize me; a mer- 
chang of your eminence, and a member of 
the Britiſh parliament, might ſurely aſpire, 
without offence, to the daughter of a plan- 
ter. In this caſe too, natural affection 
would prompt to a diſcovery. 

Stockw. Your remark: is obe; ; nor 
could I have perſiſted in this painful ſilence, 
but in bee to the dying * of 


A3 my 
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* 


my beloved wife. The letter, you found 
me reading, convey ed thoſe injunctions to 
me; it was dictated in her laſt illneſs, and 
almoſt in the article of death; [you'll ſpare 
me the recital of it] ſhe there conjures me, 
in terms as ſolemn, as they are affecting, 
never to reveal the ſecret of our marriage, 
or to withdraw my ſons. while her father 
ſurviv'd. 
Stakely. But on he motives did your 
unhappy lady found theſe injunctions? 
Stockw. Principally, I believe, from ap- 
prehenſion on my account, leſt old Belcour, 
on whom at her deceaſe I wholly depended, 
ſhould withdraw his protection: in part 
from conſideration of his repoſe, as well 
knowing the diſcovery would deeply affect 
his ſpirit, which was haughty, vehement, 
and unforgiving: and laſtly, in regard to the 
intereſt of her infant, whom he had warmly 
adopted; and for whom in caſe of a diſco- 
very, every thing was to be dreaded from 
his reſentment. "And , indeed, though the 
alteration in my condition might have juſti- 
fied me in diſcovering myſelf, yet I always 
thought my ſon ſafer in truſting to the caprice 
than to the juſt*ze of his grand- father. My 
judgment has not ſuffered by the event; old 
Belcour is dead, and has bequeathed his 
whole eſtate to him we ate ſpeaking of. 
Stukely. Now then you are no longer 
00 to ſecreſy. 
Stockw, 
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Stockw. True: but before I publickly re- 


veal myſelf, I could with to make ſome 


experiment of my ſon's diſpoſition: this can 
only be done by letting his ſpirit take its 


courſe without reſtraint; by theſe means, 
I think 1 ſhall diſcover much more of his 
real character under the title of his mer- 
chant, than I ſhould under that of his father. 


SCENE II. Al 
A Sailor enters, uſchering in ſeveral black 


Servants, carrying Portmanteaus , runs, | 
== | 


Sailor. Save your Honour: 1s your name 


Stockwell, pray? 


Stochw. Ir is. | 
Sailor. Part of my rhaſter Belcour's og: 
gage an't pleaſe you; there's another cargo 
not far a- ſtern of us; and the cock-ſwain 
has got charge of the dumb creatures. 

Srockw. | Pr'ythee, friend, what 40 
creatures do you ſpeak of; has Mr. Belcour 
brought over a collection of wild beaſts? 

Sailor. No, Lord love him; no, not 05 
Jet me ſee; there's two green monkies ; 


pair of grey parrots, a Jamaica ſow 4 
pigs, and a Mangrove dog; that's all. 


Stockw, Is that all 25:57. 2 T7 
Sailor. Yes, your. Honour; yes „ thats 
* 5 SE his heart a'might have brought 

A4 over 
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over the whole iſland if he would; a mw 


un a dry eye in it. b 

Stockw. Indeed! Stukely , ſthew nw 

re to beſtow their baggage. Dios thar 

gentleman. ] 
Sailor. Corey bear a hand, my lads, 

| Dive a hand. 1 

[Exit with Stukely and. Servants. i 

Stockw. If the principal tallies with his i 

purveyors , he muſt be a ſingular ſpeQacle j 
in this place: he has a friend, however, in 
this ſea- faring fellow; 'tis no bad progng- 

ſtic of a man's heart, when his ſhip-mat 


gives him a good word. Heh Exit. 8 
Set 40 S GENE III. 4 e i 
Scene 1 to a dra wing room, @ run 

Aſcovered ſetting the chairs by, Ce. 4 y 
Woman Servant enters to him. j 


| Houſek. Why, what a fuſs does our 1 8 
5 5 50 put himſelf in about this Weſt Indian; 


fee what a bill of fare I've been forced to p 
draw out: ſeven and nine III aſſure you, te 
and only a family dinner as he calls it: Why Ic 


if my Lord Mayor was expected, there 4 
couldn't be a greater todo about him. 

Servant. I with to my heart you had but L 
ſcen the loads of trunks, boxes, and port: 
manteaus he has ſent hither. An ambaſſa- 

| dor's baggage, with all the ſmuggled ng 5 

of his family, does not — it. 51 

; Hon ſcl. 


TH aa kJ — 2 13 13 


Cane 0 


'" Houſek. A fine pickle he'll put the houſe | 
into: had he been maſter's own fon, and a 
Chriſtian Engliſhman, there cou'd not be 
more rout than there is about this Creo- 
lian, as they call 'em. 8 1 5 

Servant. No matter for that; he's v 
rich, and that's ſufficient. They ſay he has 
rum and ſugar enough belonging to him, to 
make all the water in the Thames into punch. 
But I ſee my maſter's coming. [Exeunt. 


N e 
Sroc KWELL enters, followed by a Servant, 
_ Stockw. Where is Mr. Belcour? Who 
brought this note from hin): 
Servant. A waiter from the London Ta- 
vern, Sir; he ſays the young gentleman is 
juſt dreſt, and will be with you directly. 
- Stockw. Shew him in when he arrives. 
Servant. I ſhall, Sir. [aſide.] I'll have a 


peep at him firſt, however; I've a great mind 


to ſee this outlandiſh ſpark. The failor fel- 
low fays he'll make rare doings amongſt us. 
Stochew. Lou need not wait; leave me. 
F [Exit Servant. 
Let me ſee [reads] | 


. 


„ write to you under the hands of the 


* hair-dreſſer;. as ſoon as I have made my- 
OO e 
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«ſelf decent, and ſlipped on ſome freſh 
e cloaths, I will have the honour of paying 
6 lor my devoirs. 
« Yours, | 
«BELCOUR.” 


He write's at his eaſe; for he's unconſci- 
ous to whom his letter 1s addreſſed ; but 
what a palpitation does it throw my heart 
into; a father's heart; Tis an affecting in- 
terview; when my eyes meet a ſon, whom 
yet they never ſaw, where ſhall I find con- 
fancy to ſupport it? Should he reſemble 

„his mother, I am,overthrown. All the let- 
ters J have had from him, for I induftriouſly 
drew him into a cotreſpondence with me, 

| beſpeak him of quick and ready underſtand- 
ing. All the reports I ever received, give 
me favourable impreſſions of his character, 
wild, perhaps, as the manner-of his coun- 
try is, but, I truſt, not frantic or unprin- 


cipled. 
FERRET. „ 
| SERVANT enters. —1 
Sv. Sir, the foreign gentleman is come. 
| Another SER VANT. 


Serv. Mr. Belcour. | ; a 5 , 


BEL CO UR enters. 
| Stocks. Mr. Belcour , Pm rejoiced to ſee 


* you're welcome to England. ] 
Belconr. | 


at - 


* = 


| 


- Belc, I thank you heartily, good Mr, 
Stockwell; you and I have long converſed 
ar a diſtance; now we are met; and the 
pleaſure this meeting gives me, amply com- 
penſates for the perils I have run through 
in accompliſhing ir. 

Stock. Whar perils, Mr. — I could - 
not have thought you would have made a 
bad paſlage at this time o year. 

Belc. Nor did we: courier like, we came 
poſting to your ſhores, upon the pinions of 
the ſwifreſt gales that ever blew; tis upon 
Engliſh ground all my difficulties have ari- 
ſen ug tis the paſſage from the river- ſide 1 
complain of. 

Stoche. Ay, indeed! What obſtrudtions can 
you have met between this and the river- ſide? 
Belc. Innumerable! Your town's as full of 


defiles as the Hland of Corſica; and, I be- 


lieve, they are as obſtinarely defended: ſo 
much hurry , buſtle, and confuſion, on your 
quays; ſo many ſugar-caſks, porter- butts, 
and common council- men, in your ſtreets, 
that, unleſs a man marched with artillery in 
his front, 'tis more than the labour of a 
Hercules can effect, to make any tolerable 
way through your town. | 
Stock, I am ſorry you have been ſo in- 
commoded. 
Bel. Why, faith, 'twasallmy own Gale: 
accuſtomed to a land of ſlaves, and out of 
been with the * tribe of cuſtom- 
houſe 
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houſe extortioners, hoat-men, tidewaiters, 
and water-bailiffs, that beſet me on all ſides, ' 
worſe than a ſwarm of muſquetoes, I pro- 
ceeded a little too roughly to bruſh them 
away with my rattan; the ſturdy rogues 
took this in dudgeon, and beginning to re- 
bel, the mob choſe different ſides, and a fu- 

krious ſcuffle enſued; in the courſe of which, 
my perſon and apparel ſuffered ſo much, 
that I was obliged to ſtep into the firſt ta- 
vern to refit, before I could muke my ape 
proaches i in any decent trim. 
Stochw. [aſide] All without'is as I wiſh; 

dear Nature add the reſt, and IJ am happy. 
[aloud] Well, Mr. Belcour, tis a rough 
ſample you have had of my countrymen's 
ſpirit; but, I truſt, you'll not think oy 
worſe of them for it. 

Belc. Not at all, not. at all; 1 tile: 'em 
the better; was I only a viſitor, I might, 
perhaps, wiſh them a little more tractable; 
but, as a fellow ſubject, and a ſharer in 
their freedom, Iapplaud their ſpirit, though | 
I feel the effects of it in every bone of my ſkin: 
Stoch w. [aſide] That's well; I like that 
well. How gladly I could fall upon my 
neck, and own myſelf his father! 

Belo. Well, Mr. Stockwell, for the firſt 
time in my nie here am I in England; at 
the fountain-head of pleaſure, in the land 
of beauty, of arts, and elegancies. 'My 


happy ſtars have given me a good 1 
an 


"Us Mw ewe” iS þ 
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and the conſpiring winds have blown: me 
hither to ſpend it. 

Stocl. To uſe it, not to waſſe i it 1 id | 
e to treat it, Mr. Belcour, not as a 
vaſſal, over whom you Have a wanton and 


4 deſpotic power; but as a ſubject, which 
you are bound to govern with a Emporkes 


and reſtrained authority. 

Belc. True, Sir; moſt truly fad; mine's 
a commiſſion, not a right: I am the off- 
ſpring of diſtreſs, and every child of ſorrow 
is my brother; while J have hands to hold, 
therefore Iwill hold them open to mankind: 
but, Sir, my paſſions are my maſters; they 
take me where they will; and oftentimes 
they leave to reaſon and to virtue wee 
but my wiſhes and my ſighs. | 
Stoch. Come, come, the man who can 
accuſe corrects himſelf. _ 

Belc. Ah! that's an office I am weary of: : 
I with a friend would take it up: I would 
to Heaven you had leiſure for the employ ; 
but, did you drive a trade to the four cor. 
ners of the world, you would not find the 
taſk ſo. toilſome as to keep me free from 
faults. 

Stock. Well, I am not 3 this 
candour tells me I ſhould not have the fault 
of ſelf. conceit to combat; that, at leaſt, is 
not amongſt the number. 

. Belc. No; if I knew that man on earth 
who thought more humbly of me than I 2 
| FT 0 
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of myſelf, I would take up his opinion, - 


and forego my own. 


Stock. And; was I to chuſe a pupil, it 

ſhould be one of your b 

_ youll come along with me, we'll agree upon 
your admiſſion, and enter on a courſe of 


omplexion: ſo if 


lectures directly. 


Bele. With all my heart een. 
SCENE v 1. 
Scene changes to @ room in Lady Ruseont's 
houſe. 


Lady RusPoRT and CHARLOTTE. 


L. Ruſp. Miſs Ruſport, I deſire to hear 
no more of Captain Dudley and his deſtitute 
family: not a ſhilling gf mine ſhall ever 
croſs the hands of any of them: becauſe my 
ſiſter chuſe to marry a beggar, am I bound 
to ſupport him and his poſterity? 

Char. I think you are, 


IL. Ruſp. You think TI am; and pray Where 


do you find the law that tells you ſo? 
Char. I am not proficient enough ro quote 
chapter and verſe; but I take charity to be 
a main clauſe in the great Nature of chriſtia- 
nity. 
L. Rufp. I fay charity, indeed! Andpray, 


Miſs, are you ſure that it is charity, pure 
charity, which moves you to plead for Cap- 


tain Dudley? Amongſt all your pity, do 
you find no ſpice of a certain anti- ſpiritual 
2 
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paſſion, called love? Don't miſtake your- 
ſelf; you are no ſaint, child, believe me; 
and, I am apt to think, the diſtreſſes of old 
Dudley, and of his daughter into the bar- 
gain, would never break your heart, if there 
was not a certain young fellow of two and 
twenty in the caſe; who, by the happy recom- 
mendation of a good perſon, and the brilliant 
appointments of an enſigncy, will, if I am 
not miſtaken, cozen you out of a fortune of 
twice twenty thouſand pounds, as ſoon as 
ever you are of age to beſtow it upon him. 
Cbar. A nephew of your Ladyſhip's can 
never want any other recommendation with 
me; and, if my partiality for Charles Dud- 
ley is acquitted by the reſt of the world, :I ho- 
pe Lady Ruſport willnotcondemn me for it. 
I. Ruſp. I condemn you! I thank Hea- 
yen, Miſs Ruſport, I am no ways reſponſi- 
a for your conduct; nor is it any concern 
of mine how you diſpoſe of yourſelf; you 
are not my daughter; and, when I married 
your father, poor Sir Stephen Ruſport, 1 
found you a forward ſpoiled Miſs of four- 
teen, far above being inſtructed me. 
Cbar. Perhaps your Ladyſhip calls this 
inſtruction? | 2 4 
L. Ruſp. You're ſtrangely. pert; but tis 
no wonder: your mother, I'm told was a 
fine lady; and according to the modern ſtile 
of education you was brought up. It was 
not ſo in my young days; there was then 
* ; ſome 
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ſome decorum in the world, ſome ſubordi- 
nation, as the great Locke expreſſes it. 
Oh! *rwas an edifying fight, to ſee the re- 
gular deportment obſerved in, our. family: 
no gigling, no goſſiping was going on 
there; my good father, Sir Oliver Round- 
head, never was ſeen to laugh himſelf, nor 
ever allowed i it in his children. 

Char. Ay; thoſe were happy times, he CY 

I. Ruſp. But, in this forward age, we 
hw coquets in the egg. hell, and philo- 
ſophers in the cradle; girls of fifteen that 
lead the faſhion in new caps and new opi- 
nions, that have their ſentiments and their 
ſenſations; ; and the idle fops encourage em 
in it: O' my conſcience, I wonder what it 
is the men can ſee in ſuch babies. 

Char. True, Madam; but all men do 
not overlook the maturer beauties of your 
Ladyſhip's age, witneſs your admirer Major 
Dennis O Flaherty ; there's an example. of 
ſome diſcernment; I declare to you, when 
your Ladyſhip is by, the Major takes no 
more notice of me than if TI was part of the 
furniture of your chamber.. | 

I. Ruſp. The Major, Child, has Ht. 
led through various kingdoms and climates, 
and has more enlarged notions of female 
merit than falls to the lot of an Engliſh 
home-bred lover; in moſt other countries, 
no woman on your ſide forty would ever be 


n in a ry circle. 2 
 Charl, 
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bre 
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” Char. Right, W I've been told that 

in Vienna they have coquets upon crutches, - 
and Venuſes in their grand climacteric; a 
lover there celebrates the wrinkles, not the 


dimples, in his miſtreſs's face. The Major, 


I think, has ſerved in the imperial army. 

L. Ruſp. Are you piqu'd, my young Ma- 
dam? Had my ſiſter, Louiſa „yielded to 
the addreſſes of one of Major O'Flaherty's 
perſon and appearance, ſhe would have had 
ſome excuſe: but to run away, as ſhe did, 
at the age of ſixteen too, with a man of 
old Dudley's ſort — + 

Char. Was, in my opinion, the moſt 
venial treſpaſs that ever girl of ſixteen com- 
mitted; of a noble family, an engaging per- 
ſon, ſtri& honour, and found underſtanding, 
what accompliſhment was there wanting in 
Captain Dudley, but that which the prodi- 
gality of his anceſtors had'deprived him of? 

L. Ruſp. They left him as much as he de- 
ſerves; hasn't the old man captain's half 
PSF And is not the ſon an enſign? „ 

Char. An enſign! Alas, poor Charles! 
Would to Heaven he knew what my bn 
ele and ſuffers for his ſake. . 


SERVANT enters. 


Serv, Enſign Dudley to walt upon one 
Ladyſhip. 
L. Ruſp. Who! Dudley! What can have 


brought him to town? 


B Char. 
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Char. Dear Madam, tis Charles Dudley, 


tis your nephew. 

L. Ruſp. Nephew! Nee him as my 
nephew; Sir Oliver renounced him as his 
grandſon: wasn't he ſon of the eldeſt daugh- 
ter, and only male deſcendant of Sir Oliver; 
and didn't he cut him · off with a ſhilling? 
Didn't the poor dear good man leave his who- 
le fortune ro me, except a ſmall annuity to 
my maiden ſiſter, who ſpoiled her conſtitu- 
tion with nurſing him? And, depend upon 


it, not a penny of that fortune ſhall ever be 


_ diſpoſed of otherwiſe than according to the 


will of the donor. [CHARLES DupLEY | 


enters.] So young man, whence come you! ? 
What brings you to town? 


Cbarles. If there is any offence in my com- 


ing to town, your Ladyſhip is in ſome de- 
gree reſponſible for it, for part of my er- 
rand was to pay my duty here. 

L. Ruſp. 1 hope you have ſome better 
excuſe "4 all this. 
Charles. Tis true, Madam, I have other 
motives; but, if I conſider my trouble re- 
paid by the pleaſure I now' enjoy, I ſhould 
hope my aunt would not think my com- 


pany the leſs welcome for the value I ſet 


upon her's. 

L. Ruſp. Coxcomb! And wrhtere is your 
father, child? And your ſiſter? Are they 
in town too? 


Charles. They are. l e 


CTG 
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I. Rap. Ridiculous! I don't know what 
people do in London, who have no money 
to ſpend in it. 

Char. Dear Madam, ſpeak more kindly 
to your nephew; how can you oppreſs a 
you of his ſenſibility ? 

2. Ruſp. Miſs Ruſport, I inſiſt upon your 
retiring to your apartment; when I want 


, your advice I'll ſend to you. [exit CHAR- 


LOTTE.] So you have put on a red coat 
too, as well as your father; *tis plain what 
value you ſet upon the good advice Sir Oli- 
ver uſed to give you; how often has he 
caution'd you againſt the army? 
Charles. Had it pleaſed my grandfather to 
enable me to have obeyed his caution,” I 
would have done it; but you well know 
how deſtitute I am; and 'tis not to be won- 
derd at if I prefer the ſervice of my king 
to that of any other maſter. 5 
L. Ruſp. Well, well, take your own - 
courſe; tis no concern of mine: TO never 
conſulted me. | 
Charles. I frequently wrote to your Lady- 
ſhip, but cou'd obtain no anſwer; and, ſin- 
ce my grandfather's death, this is che firſt 
opportunity have had of waiting upon you. 
I. Rafp. I muſt deſire you not to mention 
the death of fhat dear good man in my hear- 
ing, my ſpirits cannot ſupport it. 
Charles. 1 ſhall obey you: permit me to 
ſay, that, as that event has richly ſupplied 
B2 you 
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vou with the materials of bounty, the diſ- 


treſſes of my family can furnith n with 


objects of it. | 608 
IL. Ruſp. The diſtreſſes of your family, 
child, are quite out of the queſtion at pre- 
ſent, had Sir Oliver been pleaſed to conſider 
them, I ſhould have been well content; but 
he has abſolutely taken no notice of you in 
his will, and that to me muſt and ſhall be 
a law. Tell your father and your ſiſter I 
totally diſapprove of their coming up to 
town. | * | | 


Charles. MuſtI tell my father that before 


your Ladyſhip knows the motive that 
brought him hither? Allur'd by the offer of 
exchanging for a commiſſion on full pay, 
the veteran, after thirty years ſervice, pre- 
pares to encounter the fatal heats of Sene- 
s but Wants a ſmall ſupply to equip 
im for the expedition. Toy 
SERVANT enters. ; 
Serv. Major O'Flaherty to wait on your 
Ladyſhip. N | ; 
| |  MaJoR enter. 
. O'Flah. Spare your ſpeeches, young man; 
don't you think her Ladyſhip can take my 
word for that? IT hope, Madam, *tis evi- 
dence enough of my being preſent, when 
I've the honour of telling you ſo myſelf. 
L. Ruſp. Major O'Flaherty, Iam rejsiced 
to ſee you. Nephew Dudley, you perceive 
I'm engaged. je 7% + 
BE” = : Charles. 
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Charles. T ſhall not intrude upon your 
Ladyſhip's more agreeable engagements. I 
preſume I have my anſwer. 


L. Ruſp. Your anſwer, child: What an- 
ſwer can you poſſibly expect ; or how can 
your romantic father ſuppoſe that I am to 
aber him in all his idle and extravagant un- 
dertakings ? Come, Major, let me ſhew 
you the way into my dreſſing- room; and 
let us leave this young qd aged ro his 
meditation. [Erxit. 


0 Flabh. 1 follow you, my Lady. Young 
Gentleman, your obedient! Upon my con- 
ſcience, as fine a young fellow as I wou'd 
wiſh to clap my eyes on: he might have an- 
ſwer'd my ſalute, however well, ler it 
paſs; Fortune, perhaps, frowns upon the 
poor lad; ſhe's a damn'd ſlippery lady, and 


very apt to jilt us poor fellows, that wear 
cockades in our hats, Fare-thee-well, ho- 


ney , whoever thou art. [Erit. 


Charles. So much for the virtues of a | 
puritan; out upon it, her heart is flint; 
yet that woman; that aunt of mine, with- 
out one worthy: particle in her compoſition, 
wou'd, Idare be ſworn, as ſoon ſer her foot 
in a peſt- houſe, as in a play-houſe. [ going. 


Miſs Rus pORT enters to him. 


Char. Stop, ſtay a little, Charles, . 
ther are You goin in ſuch haſte? 


Charles. 


* 
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Charles. Madam; ; Miſs Ruſport; whey 
are-your commands ? 


Char. Why ſo reſerved? We had ud to 


anſwer to no other names than thoſe of 
Charles and Charlotre. | 

Charles. What ails you? you' ve been 
weeping. 

Char. No, no; orifI have——your eyes 
are full roo; bur I have a thouſand things 
to ſay to you: before you go, tell me, 1 
conjure you, where you are to be found; 
here, give me your direction; write it upon 
the back of this viſiting - ticket Have 
you a pencil? 

* Charles, I have: but why ſhould you 15 
ſire to find us out? 'tis a poor little incon- 
venient place; my ſiſter has no apartment 


fit to receive you in. „ 
1 


| SERVANT enters. 

Serv. Madam, my lady deſires your com- 
pany directly. 

Char. Jam coming——well, have you 
wrote it? Give it me. O Charles! either 
you do not, or you will not underſtand 
me. Ereunt ſeverally. 


5 — 
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nnn 
A Room in FULMER's Houſe. 
Ful MER and Mrs. Ful MER. 


Mrs. Fulm. Wu, how. you fit, muſing 
and moping, fighing and deſponding! I'm 
aſhamed of you, Mr. Fulmer: is this the 
country you deſcribed to me, a ſecond 


Eldorado, rivers of gold and rocks of dia- 


monds? You found me in a pretty ſnug re- 
tir'd way of life at Bologne, out of the 
noiſe and buſtle of the world, and wholly 
at my eaſe; you, indeed, was upon the 
wing, with a fiery perſecution at your back: 
but, like a true ſon of Loyola, you had then 
a thouſand ingenious devices to repair your 


fortune; and this, your native country,was 
to be the ſcene of your performances: fool 


that I was, to be inveigled into it by you: 
but, thank Heaven, our partnerſhip is re- 
vocable; I am not your wedded wife, praiſ- 
ed be my ſtars! for what have we got, 
whom have we gull'd but ourſelves; which 
of all your trains has taken fire; even this 
poor expedient of your bookſeller's thop 
ſeems abandoned; for if a chance cuſtomer 
drops in, who is there, pray, to help him 
to what he wants 6 

A 
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Fulm. Patty, you know it is not upon 
ſlight grounds that I deſpair; there had us d 
to be a livelihood to be pick'd up in this 
country, both for the honeſt and diſhoneſt: 
J have tried each walk, and am likely 
to ſtarve at laſt: there is not a point to 
which the wit and faculty of man can turn, 
that I have not ſet mine to; but in vain, I 
am beat through every quarter of the com- 

aſs. JJV 
: Mrs. Fulm. Ah! common efforts all: ſtri- 
ke me a maſterſtroke, Mr. Fulmer, if you 
_ wiſh to make any figure in this country. 
Fulm. But where, how, and what? 1 
have bluſter'd for prevogative; I have bel- 
lowed for freedom; I have offer'd to ſerve 
my country; I have engaged to betray it; a 
maſter-ftroke, truly; why, I have talked 
rreaſon, writ treaſon, and if a man can't live 
by that he can live by nothing. Here I ſet 
up as a bookſeller, why men left off reading; 
and if I was to turn butcher, I believe, o 
my conſcience they'd leave off eating. 


[Captain Du pl x v croſſes the age. 5 


Mrs. Fulm. Why there now's your lod- 
ger, old Captain Dudley, as he calls him- 
ſelf; there's no flint without fire; ſomething 
might be ſtruck out of him, if you'd the 
wit to find the way. | ce ' 


Fulm. Hang him, an old dry ſkin-d cur- 


mudgeon; you may as well think to get 
2 _ truth 
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truth out of a courtier, or candour out of 
a critic: I can make nothing of him; beſi- 
des, he's poor, and therefore not for our 
purpoſe. | 

Mrs. Fulm. The more fool * Wou'd 
any man be poor that had ſuch a prodigyx 
in his poſſeſſion? 

Fulm. His daughter, you mean; ſhe i is | 
indeed, uncommonly beautiful. 

Mrs. Fulm. Beautiful! Why ſhe need on- 
ly to be ſeen, to have the firſt men in the 


| kingdom at her feet. Egad, I wilh I had 


the leaſing of her beauty; wt would ſome 
of our young Nabobs give Piet? 

Fulm. Huſh! here comes the captain; 
good girl, leave us to ourſelves, and let 
me try what I can make of him. 

Mrs. Fulm. Captaip; truly! i faith I'd ha- 
ve a regiment, had ſuch a daughter, be- 
fore I was three mon older. Krit. 


he 67. SCENE il. 


Captain DupLEY enters to bim. 


Fulm. Captain Dudley, good men 
to you. 

Dudley. Mr. Fulmer, I have borrowed a 
book from your ſhop; *tis the ſixth volume 
of my deceaſed friend Triſtram: he is a 
flattering writer ro us poor ſoldiers; and 
the divine ſtory of Le Fevre, which makes 
part u_ ton — in my opinion of it, 

does 
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does honour not to its author mare, but to 
human nature. 

Fulm. He's an author I keep in the way 
of trade, but one I never reliſn'd: 18 


much too looſe and profligate for my taſte. 


Dudley. That's being too ſevere: I hold 
him to be a moraliſt in the nobleſt ſenſe; 


he plays indeed with the fancy, and ſome- 


times perhaps too wantonly; bur while he 
thus deſignedly maſks his main attack, he 
comes at once upon the heart; refines, 
amends it, ſoftens it; beats down each ſelf- 
5ſh barrier from about it, and opens every 
luice of pity and benevolence. 

Fulm. We of the catholic perſuaſion are 
not much bound to him. Well, Sir, I 
ſhall not oppoſe your opinion; a favourite 
author is like a favourite miſtreſs; and rhere 
you know, Captain, no man likes to have 
his taſte arraigned. 

Dudley. Upon my EY Sir, 1 dont 
know what à man likes in that caſe; tis an 
experiment I never made. 

Fulm. Sir! Are you ſerious? 

Dudley. Tis of little conſequence whe- 


: ther you think ſo. 


Tum. [afide.] What a formal old prig 
it is! [aloud.] I apprehend you, Sir; you 
ſpeak with caution; you are married? 
Dudley. T have been. 
Fulm. And this young * which ac- 


com * vou 
Dudley. 


N 
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Dudley. Paſſes for my daughter. 

Fulm. [aſide.] Paſſes for his daughter! 
humph [alond.)] She is exceedingly beau- 
tiful, finely aecdppliſhed, of a molt en- 
chanting ſhape and air. 

Dadley. You are much too partials the 
has the greateſt defect a woman can have. [ 

Fulm. How fo, pray? 

Dudley. She has no fortune. 2 n 
Fulm. Rather ſay that you have none; 
and that's a ſore defect in one of your years, 
Captain Dudley: you've ſerved, no doubt? 

Dudley. Iaſide.] Familiar Coxcomb ! But 
III humour him. 

 Fulm. [afide.] A cloſe old fox! But III 
unkennel him. 

Dudley. Above thirty years Tve been in 
the ſervice, Mr. Fulmer. 

Fulm. I guels'd as much; I laid i it at no 
leſs: why 'tis a weariſome time; tis an ap- 
prenticeſhip to a profeſſion, fir only for a 
patriarch. But preferment muſt be cloſely 


followed: you never could have been ſo far 


behind hand in the chace, unleſs you had 
palpably miſtaken your way. You'll pardon 
me, but I begin to 2 60 you have lived 
in the world, not with it. 

Dudley. It may be ſo; ar: d you, perhaps, 
can give me better council. Pm now ſoli- 
citing a favour; an exchange to a company 
on full pay; nothing more; and yet I meet 
a thouſand bars to that; tho', without boaſt= 


on: IA ing. 


* 
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ing, I ſhould think the certificate of wn 
vices, which J ſent in, Nen have p 
chaſed that indulgence to me. — 
ulm. Who thinks or cares about em? 
Cortificare of ſervices, indeed! Send in a 
certificate of your fair daughter; carry her 
in your hand with you. 
Dudley. What! Who! my daughter! Car- 
77 ny daughter! Well, and what then? 
Fulm. Why, then your foceune 1 is male, 
that's all. „ 564 
Dudley. I pnderſtend you: and this -you 
call knowledge of the world? Deſpicable 
knowledge; but, ſirrah, I will have you ] 
know [threatening him 1 
Fulm. Help! Who's within? Wou'd you 1 
ſtrike me, Sir; wou'd you lift up your hand 
againſt a man in his own houſe?  _ 
Dudley. In a church; If he dare infulc 
the poverty of a man of honour. | IF 
Fulm. Have a care what you do; remem- 


hes there is ſuch a thing in law as an aſſault Il * 

and battery; ay, and ſuch trifling forms: as A 
. warrants and indictments. | 

Dudley. Go, Sir; you are too mean fs 

my. reſentment : 'tis-thar, and not hos law, zs 


protetts you. Hence! 1 
Fulm. [afide.] An old, n ; incorrigi- | 
| ble nnen ON be reveng'd of him. 
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E 


ci, 1&4 Or. 29 


SCENE III. 


| Young Dupl E enters to him. 


10 eben What is the matter, Sir? Sure „ 
bad arr outcry as I enter'd the houſe. 
Dudley. Not unlikely; our landlord and 
his wife are for ever wrangling, _—-Did PO 
find your aunt Dudley at home? 

Charles. I did. 

Dudley. And what was your teception?. 

Charles. Cold as our Porancy and her pade | 
could make it. 

Dudley. You told hs the preſſing a 
1 had for a ſmall ſupply to equip me for 
this exchange; has ſhe granted me the re- 
lief I aſked? 

Charles. Alas! Sir, ſhe has peremptorily 
refuſed it. 

Dudley. Thar chard; thar's hard, indeed! 
My petition was for a, ſmall ſum; ſhe has 
refuſed it, you ſay: well, be it ſo; I muſh 
not complain. Did you ſee the broker 
about the inſurance on my life? 

Charles. There again I am the meſſenger 
of ill news; I can raiſe no money, ſo fatal 
is the climate: alas! that ever my father 
Nn be ſent to 28 8 7 in ſuch a 1 88 
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SCENE IV. / 
— Miſs DupLEy enters haſtily. 

_ © Dudley. Louiſa, what is the matter? you 
fem frighred. 

Louiſa. I am indeed: coming from Miſs 
Ruſport's, I met a young gentleman in the 
ſtreets, who has beſer me in the ſtrangeſt 
manner. 

Charles. Inſufferable! was he rude to you ? 

- Lowiſa. I cannot fay he was abſolutely 

rue to me, but he was very importunate 
to ſpeak to me, and once or twice attempt- 
ed to lift up my hat: he follow'd me to the 
Corner of the ſtreet, and there I gave him 
the flip. 

Dudley. You dnuſt walk no more in the 
| dee child, without me, or your brother. 
TCouiſa. O Charles! Miſs Ruſport deſires 
to ſee you directly; Lady Ruſport is gone 
out, and ſhe has ſomething particular to fay 
to you. | b | 


Charles. Have you any commands for me, | 


Sir? 

Dudley. None, my dear; by all means 
wait upon Miſs Ruſport. Come, Louiſa, 
I ſhall deſire you to go up to your chamber, 
and compoſe yourſelf, _ [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE v. 


| BELCOUR enters, | after peeping in at the 


Moor. 
Belc. Not a ſoul, as I'm alive. Why, 


what an odd fort ofa houſe is this! Confound 
the little jilt, ſhe has fairly given me the 
flip. A Plague upon this London, I ſhall 
have no luck in it: ſuch a crowd, and ſuch 
a hurry , and fuch a number of ſhops, and 
one ſo like the other, that whether the 
wench turn'd into this houſe or. the next, 
or whether ſhe went up ſtairs or down 
ſtairs, [for there's a world above anda world 
below, ir ſeems] I declare, I know no more 
than if I was in the Blue Mountains. In the 
name of all the devils at once, why did ſhe 
run away ? If every, handſome girl I meet 
in this town is to lead me ſuch a wild-gooſe 
chace, I had better have ſtay'd in the torrid 
zone: I ſhall be waſted to the ſize of a ſu- 
gar-cane: what ſhall I do? give the chace 
up? hang it, that's cowardly: ſhall I, a 
true-born ſon of Phoebus, ſuffer this little 
nimble-foored Daphne to eſcape me? 


« Forbid it honour, and forbid it love!” 
Huſh! huſh! hereſhecomes! Oh the devil! 
What tawdry thing have we got here? 

Mrs, FULMER enters to him. 


Mrs. Fulm. Your humble ſervant, Sir. 
5 Belc. 


FM 
32 
Belc. Your humble ſervant, Madam. 


Mrs. Fulm. A fine ſummer's day, Sir. 
Belc. Yes, Ma'am, and ſo cool, that if 
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| the calendar didn? t call it July, Tſhou'd ſwear iſ 


it was January, 
Mrs. Fulm. Sir! 

Belc. Madam! 

Mrs. Fulm. Do you wiſh to ſpeak to Mr. 
Fulmer, Sir? 

Belc. Mr. Fulmer, Madam? I havn't the 
Honour of knowing ſuch a perſon, 

Mrs. Fulm. No, Ill be ſworn, have you 
not; thou art much too prery a fellow, 
and too much of a gentleman, to be an au- 
thor thyſelf, or to have any thing to ſay 
to thoſe that are ſo. Tis the wr ee 1 
ſuppoſe, you are waiting for. 

Belc. 1 rather ſuſpedt it Is the Captain's 
wife. 

Mt. Fulm. The Captain bas no wife, Sir. 

Belc. No wife! I'm heartily ſorry for it; 
Foc then ſhe's his miſtreſs; and that I take 
to be the more deſperate caſe of the two: 
pray, Madam, wasn't there a lady juſt now 
rurn'd into your houſe? 'Twas with her [ 
wiſh'd to ſpeak. 

Mrs. Fulm. What ſort of a dy ; pray? 

Belc. One of the lovelieſt ſort my eyes 
ever beheld; young, tall, freſh, fair; in 
ſhort, a goddeſs. 

Mrs. Fulm. Nay, but dear, dear Sir, 


now I'm ure you flatter; —— for Was 
me 


* 


ar 
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me you followed into the ſhop-door this 
minute. 

Belc. You! No, no, rake my word for 


| it, it was not you, Madam. 


Mrs, Fulm. But what is it you laugh ar? 

Belc. Upon my ſoul, I aſk your pardon; 
but it was not you, believe me; be aſſur d 
it wasn't. 

Mrs. Fulm. Well, gi 1 ſhall not con- 
tend for the honour of being notic'd by you; 
J hope you think you wou'dn't have been 
the firſt man that notic'd me in the ſtreets; 
however, this I'm poſitive of, that no liv- 
ing woman but myſelf has enter'd theſe 
doors this morning. 

Belc. Why then l'm miſtaken in ths houſe, 
that's all; for tis not humanly poſſible I can 
be ſo far out in the lady. {going. 

Mrs. Fulm. Coxcomb! But hold 
thought occurs; as ſure as can be he has 
ſeen Miſs Dudley. A word with you, young 
gentleman; come back. 

Belc. Well, what's your pleaſure ? 

Mrs. Fulm. You ſeem greatly caprivated 
with this young lady; are you apt to fall 
in love thus at firſt ſight? 

Belc. Oh, yes: tis the only way I can 
ever fall in love; any man may tumble into 
a pit by ſurprize, none hut a fool would 
walk into one by choice. FN 

Mrs. Fulm. You are a haſty lover, it 
ſeems ; have you ſpirit to be a generous 

Vo I. I. one? 
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one? They thar will pleaſe. the eye muſtn't 
ſpare the purſe. 

Belc. Try me; put me to the > ; bring 
me to an interview with the dear girl thar 
has thus captivated me, and ſee whether I 
have ſpirit to be grateful. | 

Mrs. Fulm. But how, pray, am I to 
know the girl you have ſet your heart on? 

Belc. By an undeſcribable grace, that ac- 
companies every look and action that falls 
from her: there can be but one ſuch woman 
in the world, and nobogy can miſtake that 

one. 
Mrs. Fulm. Well, if 1 ſhould ſtumble 
upon this angel in my walks, where. am I 


to find you? What's your name? 


Belc. Upon my ſoul, I can't tell you wy 
name. 
Mrs. Fulm. Not tell me! Why ſo? 
Belc. Becauſe I don't know what it is OS 
ſelf; as yet I have no name. 
Mrs. Fulm. No name! Wu 

| Belc. None; a friend, indeed, lent me 
bis; but he forbad me to uſe it on any un- 
worthy occaſion. 

Mrs. Fulm. But where is your place of 
abode ? 1171 
Belc. I have none; I never ſlept a night 
in England in my life.” _ 

Mrs. Fulm. Hey-day ! nn on; Hit 
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SCENE VL 


FuLMER enters. 


Fulm. A fine caſe, truly, in a free coun- 
try; a pretty paſs things are come to, if a 
man is to. be afſaulted in his own houſe, 

Mrs, Fulm. Who hes aſſaulted you, my 
dear? 15110 

Fulm. Who! why bis Cartain Droutan- | 
fir, this -old Dudley , my lodger; bur Þ 1 
unlodge him; T1] unharbour him, I warrant. 

Mrs. Fulm, [aſide to Fulm.] Huſh! huſh! 
hold your tongue man; pocket the affront, 
and be quiet; I've a ſcheme on foot will 
pay you a hundred beatings. [aloud] Why 
you ſurprize me, Mr. Fulmer; Captain 
Dudley aſſault you! Impoſſible, ot 
Fulun. Nay, I can't call ir an abſolute af 
ſult ; but he threatened. me. | 

Mrs. Fulm. Oh, was that all? I then ghe 
how it would turn out A likely 8 
truly, for a perſon of bis obliging compaſ- 
ſionate turn: no, no, poor Captain Dudley, 
he has ſorrows and diſtreſſes enough of his 
own to employ his ſpirits, without ſetting 
them againſt other people. [aſide] Make it 
up as faſt as you can: watch this gentleman 
out; follow him wherever he goes, and 
bring me word who and what he is; be fure 
you don't loſe ist of him; I've other 
buſineſs 3 in hand. | 7 25 IErit. 
4 C2 EY Belc. 
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treſſes have befallen this old gentleman you 
ſpeak of? 

Fulm. Poverty, diſappointment , and all 
the diftreſſes attendant thereupon: ſorrow 
enough of all conſcience: I ſoon found how 
it was with him by his way of living, low 
enough of all reaſon; but what J overheard 
this morning put it out of all doubt. 

Belc. What e vou overhear" th mor- 

ning! = | 
Fulm. Why, it eſvems hs wants to join his 
regiment, and has been beating the town 
over to raiſe a little money for that purpoſe 
upon his pay; but the climate , Ifind, where 
he is going, is ſo unhealthy, that nobody 
can be found to lend him any. | 

Belc. Why then your town is a damn'd 
good-for-nothing town: and I with I had 

never come into it. 

Fulm. That's what I ay, Sir) the rd. 
heartedneſs of ſome folks is unaccountable. 
There's an old Lady Ruſport, a near rela- 
tion of this gentleman's; ſhe lives hard by 
here, oppoſite to Srockwell's, the great 
merchant; he ſent to her a begging, but to 
no purpoſe; though ſhe is as rich as a Jew, 
the would nor furniſh him with A "IEEE: 

Bel. Is the Captain at home? 

Fulm. He is up ſtairs, Sir. 

Belc. Will you take the trouble to deſire 
8 to ep hither? I want to ſpeak to him. 

Fulm. 


Belc. Pray, Sir, what ſorrows and dif- 


AG DP f Y 37 


Fulm. Ill ſend him to you directly. Laſide.] 
I don't know what to make of this young 
man; but, if 1 live, I will find him out, or 


know the reaſon why. | _ [Exit. 
Belc. I've loſt the girl it ſeems; that's 
clear: ſhe was the firſt obje& of my purſuit; 
but the caſe of this poor officer touches me; 
and, after all, there may be as much true 
delight in reſcuing a fellow creature from 
diſtreſs, as rhere would be in plunging one 
into it 
muſt be managed with ſome delicacy— 
propos! there's pen and ink ve ſtruck 
upon a method that will do [writes.] Av. 
ay, this is the very thing; twas deviliſh” 
lucky I happen'd to have theſe bills. about 
me. There, there, fare you well; I'm 
glad to be rid of you; you ſtood a chance 
of being worſe applied, I can tell you. 
| een and Ne the Sith 


SCENE VII. 


Fol MER brings in DupLEy. | 
N That's the gentleman, Sir." [aff de.] 


I ſhall make bold, however, to lend an ear. 

Exit. 

i Dudley. Have you any commands for me, 
ir ? 

Belc. Your name is Dudley, * —— | 

Dudley. It is. 

"Cy: Belc. 


But let me ſee; it's a point that 
a 


* 
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Belc. You command a company 1 think, 
Captain Dudley? 

Dudley. I did: I am now upon ball. pay. 

Belc. You've ſerv'd ſome time? 

Dudley. A pretty many years; long 
enough to ſee ſome people of more merit, 
and better intereſt than myſelf, made ge- 
neral officers. 

Belc. Their merit I may have ſome doubr 
of; their intereſt I can readily give credit 
to; there is little promotion to be look d 
for, in your profeſſion, I believe, without 
tua, Captain? 

Dudley. I believe ſo too: have you any 
other buſineſs with me, may T aſk? 

Belc. Your patience for a moment. I was 
informed you was about to join your regi- 
ment in diſtant quarters abroad. 
Dudley. I have been ſoliciting an exchan- 
ge to a company on full- pay, quarter'd at 
James's Fort, in Sènegambia; but, I'm 
afraid, I muſt drop the undertaking. 

Bele. Why ſo, pray? | 
Dudley. Why ſo, Sir? 'Tis a home-q que- 
ſtion fox a perfect ſtranger to put; there is 
ſomething very particular in all this. 

Bel. If it is not impertinent, Sir, allow 
me to alk you what reaſon You have for 
_ defpairing of ſucceſs, . 
Dudley. Why really, Sir, mine 1s an 
obvious reaſon for a ſoldier to 2 
Want of money; ſimply that. 


Bele 


—— a ene 8 HP? 
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| Bele May I beg to know the- ſum * 


have occaſion for? 

Dudley. Truly, Sir, I cannot exactly tell 
you on a ſudden; nor is it, Iſuppoſe, of any 
great conſequence to you to be informed; 
bur I ſhould gueſs, in the groſs, that two 
hundred pounds would ſerve. 

Belc. And do you find a difficulty in raiſ- 
ing that ſum upon your pay? 'Tis done 
every day. 

Dudley. The nature of the climate mukes 
it difficult: I can get no one to inſure my life. 

Belc. Oh! that's a circumſtance may ma- 
ke for you, as well as againſt: in ſhort, 
Captain Dudley, ir ſo happens, that I can 
command the ſum of two hundred pounds: 
ſeek no ſarcher; IIl accomodate you with 
it upon eaſy terms. 

Ty; Sir! do I underſtand you rightly? 
beg your pardon; but am I to believe 
that you are in earneſt? 

Belc. What is your ſurprize? Is it an un- 
common thing for a gentleman to ſpeak 
truth? Or is it incredible that one fellow 
creature ſhould aſſiſt another? 

Dudley. I aſk your pardon May I beg 
to know to whom? Do you ptopoſe this in 
the way of buſineſs? 

Belc. Entirely: I have no other buſineſs 


on earth, 


Dudley. Indeed! you are not a broker, 
Fm ** | 
C 4 Bele. 
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Belc. I am not. | 
Dudley. Nor an army agent I think? 
Bec. I hope you will not think the worſe 
of me for being neither; in ſhort, Sir, if 
you will I this paper, it will explain 
to you who I am, and upon what terms I 
at; while you read ir, I will ſtep home, 
and ferch rhe money; 'and wewill conclude 
the bargain withour loſs of time. In the 
mean while, good day to you. [Exit haſtily. 
Dudley. Hump h! there's ſomething very 
ddd in all this let me ſee what we've got 
here This paper is to tell me who he is, 
and what are his terms: in the name of won- 
der, why has he ſealed it! Hey- day! what's 
here? Iwo Bank notes, of a hundred each! 
I can't comprehend what this means. Hold; 
here's a writing ; perhaps that wall ſhow 
me. Accept this rrifle; purſue your for- 


«rune, and proſper.” Am I in a dream? 


Is this a reality? 


SCENE VIIL 
Enter Major O'FLAHERTY. 
O'Flah. Save you, my dear! Is it you 


now that are Captain Dudley, I would atk ? 
—Whuh! What's the hurry the man's in? 


If tis the lad that run out of the ſhop you 


would overtake, you might as well ſtay 
where you are; by my ſoul he's as nimble 


| as a Croar, you are a full hour's march in 


his 


6 


4 Coneny. 1 


his rear—Ay, faith, you may as well turn 
back, and give over the purſuit; well, Cap- 
tain Dudley , if that's your name, there's a 
letter for you. Read, man; read it; and 
Til have a word with you after you have done. 

Dudley. More miracles on foot! So, ſo, 
from Lady Ruſport. 

O Hlab. You're right; it's from her Waun 
ſhip. 

Daley Well, - Sir, I have caſt my eyes 
over it; 'tis mort and peremptory; are n 
acquainted with the content? 

O Flab. Not at all, my dear; not at all. 

Dudley. Have you any meſſage am Lady 
Ruſport ? 

O Hab. Not a ſyllable , handy 's: only, 
when you've digeſted the letter, I've a little 
bit of a meſſage to deliver you from myſelf. 

Dudley. And may I beg to nor- who your- 
ſelf is? 

O'Flah. Dennis O' "x bn at your ſer- 
vice; a poor major of grenadiers; nothing 
better. 

Dudley. So much for your name and title, 
Sir; now be ſo good to favour me with your 
meſſage 

0 Hoh. Why then , Captain , I'mbſt tell 
you Ihave promiſed Lady Ruſport you ſhall 
do whatever it is ſhe bids you to do in that 
letter there. | 

Dudley. Ay, indeed; have you anderes- 
ken ſo much, Major, without knowing ei- 

| ther 
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ther what ſhe commands, or what I can 
perform? | 

 O'Flah. That's your concern, my dear, 
not mine; I muſt keep my word, you know. 

Dudley. Or elſe, I ſuppoſe you ET 
muſt meaſure ſwords. 

O'Flah. Upon my ſoul you've hit it. 

Dudley. That wou'd hardly anſwer to ei- 
the: of us; you and I have, probably, had 
enough of fighting in our time before now. 

0 Flab. Faith and troth Maſter Dudley, 
you may ſay that; 'tis thirty years, come 
the time, that I have followed the trade, 
and in a pretty many countries. Let me 
ſee In the war before laſt I ſerv'd in 
the Iriſh brigade, d'ye ſee; there, after 
bringing off the French monarch, I left his 
ſervice, with a Britiſh bullet in my body, 
and this ribband in my button- hole. Laſt 
war I followed the fortunes of the German 
eagle, in the corps of grenadiers ; there I 
had my belly-full of fighting, and a plenti- 
ful ſcarciry of every thing elſe. After fix 
and twenty engagements, great and ſmall, 
I went off, with this gaſh on my ſcull, and 
a kiſs of the Emprets "Queen's ſweet hand, 
Heaven bleſs it! for my pains. Since the 
peace, my dear, I took a little turn with 
the Confederates there in Poland but fuch 
by the Lord 


another ſet of madcaps! 


Harry, I never knew WENDY it was they were 


Dudley. 


ny about. 


A Corp TJ. 


Dudley. Well, Major, I won't add an- 
other action to the liſt, you ſhall keep your 
promiſe with Lady Ruſport; ſhe requires me 
ro leave London; JI ſhall go in a few days, 
and you may take what credit you pleaſe 
from my compliance. 

O FHFlabh. Give me your hand, my dear boy! 
ths will make her my own; whom that's the 
caſe, we ſhall be brothers, you know, = 
we'll ſhare her fortune between us. 
Dudley. Not ſo, Major; the man who 
marries Lady Ruſport will have a fair title to 
her whole fortune without diviſion. But, 
J hope, your expectations of prevailing are 
founded upon good reaſons. X 

O'Flab. n the beſt grounds in the 
world; firſt, I think ſhe will comply, be- 
cauſe ſhe is a women; ſecondly, I am per- 
ſuaded ſhe won't hold out long, becauſe 
the's a widow; and thirdly „I ke ſure of 
her, becauſe I've married five wives, en mi- 
litaire, Captain, and never failed yer; and, 
for what I know, they're all alive and mer- 


ry at this very hour. 


Dudley. Well, Sir, go on and proſper; 
if you can inſpire Lady Ruſport wich half 
ane charity, I ſhall think you deſerve all 

ter fortune; at preſent, I muſt beg your 
excuſe: good morning to you. Exit. 

O Flab. A good ſenſible man, and very 
much of a ſoldier; I did not care if I was 
berter acquainted with him: but ' tis an awk- 

ward 


1 
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ward kind of country for that; the Englſh, 
I obſerve, are cloſe friends, bur diſtant ac- 
quaintance. I ſuſpe& the old lady has not 
been over-generous to poor Dudley; I ſhall 


give her a little touch about that; upon my 
ſoul, I know bur one excuſe a perſon can 
have for giving nothing, and that is, like 


myſelf, having nothing to give. [Exit. 


SCENE IX. 0 


Scene changes to Lady RuSPoRT's bonſs. 
A dreſſing-room. 
Miſs RuseorT and Lucy. 
Char. Well, Lucy, you've diſlodg'd the 


old lady at laſt; bur methoughr you was a 
tedious time ahout it. 


Lucy. A tedious time, indeed; I think 


they. who have leaſt to ſpare, contrive ro 
throw the moſt away; I thought I ſhou'd 
never have got her out of the houſe. 

Char. Why, ſhe's as deliberate in canvaſ- 
ſing every article of her dreſs, as an ambaſ- 
ſador would be in en the preliminaries 

of a treaty. 

Lucy. There was a new hood and hand- 
kerchief, that had come expreſs from Hol- 
born Hill on the occaſion, that took as 
much time in adjuſting 

Char. As they did in making, and ſhe 
was as vain of them as an old maid of a 
young lover. 


Lucy. 


Hens  %Y — * a I 
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Lucy. Or a young lover of himſelf. Then, 


Madam, this being a viſit of great ceremony 
to a perſon of diſtinction, at the Weſt end 
of the town, the old ſtate chariot was 
dragg'd forth on the occaſion, with ſtrick 
charges to dreſs out the box with the leo- 
pard-tkin hammer-clorh. 

Char. Ves, and to hang the falſetails on 
che miſerabie ſtumps of the old crawling 
cattle. Well, well, pray Heaven the 
crazy affair don't break down again with 
her! at leaſt till the gets to her journey's 
end. — But where s Charles Dudley? 
Run down, dear girl, and be ready to let 
him in; I think he's as long in coming as 
the was in going. 

Lucy. Why, indeed, Madam, you ſeem 
themorealert of the rwo, I muſt ſay. [ Extt. 

Char. Now the deuce rake the girl for 
putting that notion into my head: I'm ſadly 
afraid Dudley does not like me; ſo much en- 
couragement as I have given him to declare 
himfelf, I never could ger a word from him 
on the ſubje&! This may be very honour- 
able, but upon my lite it's very provok- 
ing. By the way, I wonder how I look 
to day: Oh! ſhockingly ! hideoully pale! 
like a witch! This is the old lady's glaſs; 
and the has left ſome of her wrinkles on it. 
How frigntully have I put on my cap! all 
awry! and my hair dreſsd ſo unbecomingly! 


* ; * a moſt complete frighr. 


SCENE. 


* 
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SCENE X. 
CHARLES DUDLEY comes in unobſerved. 


Charles. That I deny. 
Char. Ah! „„ C2 | 
Charles, Quarelling with your glaſs, 

couſin? Make it up; make it up and be 
friends; it cannot compliment you more 
than by reflecting you as you are. | 

Char. Well, | vow, my dear Charles, 
that is delighrfully ſaid, and deſerves my 
very beſt curteſy: your flatrery , like a rich 
jewel, has a value not only from its ſuperior 
Juſtre, but from its extraordinary ſcarceneſs: 
I verily think this is the only civil ſpeech M 
you ever directed to my perſon in your life. MW ne 

Charles. And I ought to aſk pardon of w 
your good ſenſe for having done it now. 

Char. Nay, now you relapſe again: O 
don't you know, if you keep well with a ac 
woman on the great ſcore of beauty, the'll I to 
never quarrel with you on the trifling article ou 
of good ſenſe? But any thing ſerves to fill be 
up a dullyawning hour with an inſipid cou- an 
ſin; you have brighter moments, and war- 
mer ſpirits, for the dear girl of your heart. he 
Charles. Oh! ſie upon you, fie upon you. 
Cbar. Vou bluſh, and the reaſon is appa - do 
rent; you are a novice at hypocriſy ; but ab 
no practice can make a viſit of ceremony 
paſs for a viſit of choice: love is ever befo- m) 
„„ N re 
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re its time; friendſhip. is apt to lug a little 
after it: pray, Charles, did you make any 
extraordinary haſte hither? 
Charles. By your queſtion, I ſee you ac- 
quit me of the impertinence of being in 
love. 
Char. But why impertinence? Why the 
impErtinence of being in love? You have 
one language for me, Charles, and another 
for the woman of your affection. : 
_ Charles. You are miſtaken; the woman 
of my affection ſhall never hear any other 
language from me than What I uſe ro you. 

Char. JI am afraid then you'll never wake 
yourſelf underſtood by her. 

' Charles. It is not fit I ſhould; there i is no 
need of love to make me miſerable; tis 
wretchedneſs enough to be a beggar. 

Char. A beggar, do you call yourſelf! 
O Charles, Charles, rich in every merit and 
«ccompliſhmegy, whom may you not. aſpire 
to? And why think you ſo unworthily of 
our ſex, as to. conclude there is not one to 
be found with ſenſe to diſcern your Vicks 


and generoſity to reward it? 


Charles. You diſtreſs me; I muſt beg 95 
hear no more. 

Char. Well I can be Glent: —fof de] Thus 
does he always ferve me, whenever I am 
about to diſcloſe myſelf ro him. 

Charles. Why do you not baniſh me and 


my misfortunes for ever from yourthoughts? 


Char. 
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Char. Ay, wherefore do I nor, ſince 
you never allowed me a place ih yours? 
But go, Sir, I have no right to ſtay you; 
go where your heart directs you; go to the 

happy, the diſtinguiſhed fair one. 

Charles. Now, by all that's good, you 
do me wrong: there is no ſuch fair one for 
me to go to, nor have I an acquaintance 
among the ſex, yourſelf excepted, which 
anſwers to that deſcription. 

Char. Indeed! 

Charles. In very truth: there then let us 
drop the ſubject. May you be happy, chough 
I never can! 

Char. O Charles! give me your bands if 
T have offended you, I aſk you pardon; 
you have been long acquainted with my 
remper, ahd know "how to bear with its 
infirmities. 

Charles. Thus, my dear Charlotte, Joe us 
ſeal our reconciliation [kif/mg her hand] 
bear with thy infirmities! By Heaven, l 
know not any one failing in thy whole 
compoſition; except that of too great a 
partiality for an undeſerving man. 
Char. And you are now taking the very 
courſe to augment that failing. A thought 
ſtrikes me: 1 have a commiſſion that you 
muſt abſolutely execute for me; I have 
immediate occaſion for the ſum of two hun- 
dred pounds; you know my fortune is ſhut 
1 bh gull Jam of age 3 ; rake this paltry box, 
it 
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ic contains my. ear-rings, and ſome other 
baubles I have no uſe for, carry it to our 
oppoſite neighbour, Mr. Stockwell, 1 don't 
know where elſe to apply, leave it as a 
depoſit in his hands, and beg him to accom- 
modare me with the ſum. | 

Charles. Dear Charlotte, what are you 
about to do? How can you poſſibly want 
two hundred pounds ? 

Char. How can I poſſibly do without it, 
you mean? doesn'tevery lady want two hun- 
dred pounds? Perhaps I have loſt it at play; 
perhaps I mean to win as much to it; perhaps 
I wantit for two hundred different uſes. 

Charles. Pooh! pooh! all this is nothing; 
don't I know you never play ? 

Char. You miſtake; I have a ſpirit to ſet 
not only this trifle, bur my whole fortune, 
upon a ſtake; therefore make no wry faces, 
bur do as I bid you: you will find Mr. 
Stockwell a very honourable gentleman. 


Lucy enters in haſte. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, as I live, here co- 
mes the old lady in a hackney-coach. 

Char. The old chariot has given her a ſe- 
cond tumble: away with you; you 1 
your way out without meeting h ake 
the box, and do as J deſire you. 

Charles. I muſt not diſpute your orders. 
Farewell! 

[Exeunt CHARLES and CHARLOTTE. 
Vo I. I. D - 8 CENE 
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SCENE XI 


| 

| 

Lady Rus PORT enters, leaning on Major „ 
O'FLABERTY'S arm. \ 


O'Fla. Reſt yourſelf upon my arm; never 
ſpare it; 'tis ſtrong enough: it has Rood 
harder ſervice than you can put it to. 

Lucy. Mercy upon me, what is the mat- 


r; I am frighten'd our of my wits: has | 
our Ladyſhip had an accident? | 
L. Ruſp. O Lucy; the moſt untoward one 2 
in nature: Iknow not how I ſhall repair it. * 
O Fla. Never go about to repair it, my © 
Lady; ; ev'n build a new one, 'twas but a ſa 
crazy piece of buſineſs ar beſt. le 
Lucy. Bleſs me, is the old chariot broke 
down with you again? 


L. Ruſp. Broke, child? I don't know wha 
might have been broke, if, by great good 
fortune, this obliging gentleman had not th 
been at hand to afliſt me. 

Lucy. Dear Madam, let me run and fetch dr 
you a cup of the cordial drops. | 
I. Ruſp. Do, Lucy. Alas! Sir, ever ſin th. 
ce I loſt my huſband, my poor nerves, have in 
been ſhook to pieces: there hangs his be- ſip 
loved picture; that precious relick, and 2 | 
plentiful jointure, is all that remains to reſ 
conſole me for the beſt of men. dre 
O Hla. Let me ſee; ifaith a comely pe- 
| ſonage; by his fur cloak I ** he wa ger 

ml | | 
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in the Ruſſian ſervice; and by the gold 
chain round his neck, I ſhould gueſs he had 
been honoured with the order of St. Catha- 
rine. On 
J. Ruſp. No, no; he meddled with no | 

St. Catharines: that's the habit he wore in 
his mayoralty; Sir Stephen was Lord-Ma- 
yor of London: but he is gone, and has 


left me a poor, weak, ſolitary widow be- 


hind him. 

O Ha. By all means, then, take aſtrong, 
able, hearty man to repair his loſs: if ſuch 
a plain fellow as one Dennis O Flaherty 
can pleaſe you, I think I may venture to 
ſay, withourany diſparagement to the n 
leman in the fur-gown there 

IL. Ruſp. What are you going to ſay? 
Don't ſhock my ears with any compariſons, 
Ideſire. 

O Hla. Not I, 5 my foul; don't believe 


there's any compariſon i in the caſe. 


IL. Ruſp. Oh, are you come? Give me the 
drops; I'm all in a flutter. a 
O'Fla. Hark'e, Sweetheart, what are 


thoſe ſame drops? Have you any more left 


in the bottle? I didn't care if I took a little 
ſip of them myſelf. 

Lucy. Oh, Sir, they are called the cordial 
reſtorative elixir, or the nervous golden- 
drops; they are only for ladies caſes. 
 O'F/a. Yes, yes, my dear, there are 
gentlemen as well as ladies that ſtand in 

D2 need 


52 THE WEST INDIAN, 


need of thoſe ſame golden drops; they'd 
ſuit my caſe to a tittle. ; 
L Ruſp. Well, Major, did you give old { 
Dudley my letter, and will the filly man i ; 
do as I bid him, and be gone? . 
O Fla. Lou are obey'd; he's on his ky 
L. Ruſp. That's well; you have manag'd 
this matter to perfection; I didn't think he 
would have been ſo eaſily prevail'd upon. n 
O Fla. At the firſt word; no difficulty 
in life; 'twas the very thing he was deter- Fa 
mined to do, before I came; I never met a 
more obliging gentleman. th 
I. Ruſp. Well, tis no matter; fo I am . 
but rid of him, and his diſtreſſes: wou'd ig: 
you believe it, Major O Flaherty, it was m. 
but this morning he ſent a begging to me 
for money to fir him out upon ſome wild- 
gooſe expedition to the coaſt of Africa, I 
know not where. 
O Fla. Well, you ſent him what he 
Wanted? 
L. Ruſp. J ſent him what he deſerved, a 
flat refuſal. 
O'Fla. You refuſed him! 
L. Ruſp. Moſt-undoubtedly. 
O'Fla. You ſent him nothing ! 
L. Ruſp. Not a ſhilling. | 
O Fla. Good morning to you—Your ſer- 
vant—( going.) 
L. Ruſp. Hey-day ! What ails the man? 
Where are you going 3 ? | 
O Fla. 


fel 


101 


an? 


Fla. 
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O' Ha. Out of your houſe, before the 
roof falls on my head to poor Dudley, to 
ſhare the little modicum that thirty years 
hard ſervice has left me; I wiſh it was mo- 


re for his fake. 


L. Ruſp. Very well, Sir; take your cour- 
ſe; I ſha'n't attempt to ſtop you; I ſhall 


ſurvive it; it will not break my heart if 


never ſee you more. WI 
O Fla. Break your heart! No, o'my con- 
ſcience will it not.—You preach, and you 
pray, and you turn up your eyes, and all 
the while you're as hard-hearred as an hye- 
na A hyena, truly! By my ſoul there 
isn't in the whole creation ſo ſavage an ani- 
mal as a human creature withour pity. 
Exit. 
I. Ruſp. A hyena, truly! Where did the 
fellow blunder upon that word? Now the 
deuce take him for uſing it, and the Maca- 
ronies for inventing it. | 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 
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cr I scENE I. 


A room in STOCKWELL's houſe. 


'STOCKWELL ond BEL on. We 


Stock GRATII EV me ſo 2 however, 
Mr. Belcour, as to ſee Miſs Ruſport; car- 
ry her the ſum ſhe wants, and return the 
poor girl her box of damon, which Dud- 
ley left in my hands; you know what to 
ſay on the occaſion better than I do; that 
part of your commiſſion J leave to your 
own diſcretion,, and you may ſeaſon it with 
whar galantry you think fir. 

Belc. You cou'd not have pitch'd upon a 
greater bungler at galantry than myſelf, if 
you had rummag'd every company in the 
city, and the whole court of aldermen into 
the bargain: part of your errand, however, 

Iwill do; but whether it ſhall be with an il 


grace or a good one, depends upon the ca- 


price of a moment, the humour of the lady, 
the mode of our meeting, and a thouſand 
undefinable ſmall circumſtinces that never- 
theleſs determine us upon all Fs great oc- 
caſions of life. 

Stockw. I perſuade myſelf you will find 
Miſs Ruſport an ingenious , worthy, ani- 
mated girl. 

: | Bel. 
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Belc. Why [ like her the better, as a 


woman; but name her not to me as a wiſe! 
No, if ever I marry, it muſt be aſtaid, ſo- 
ber, conſiderate damſel, with blood in her 
veins as cold as a turtle's; quick of ſcent as 

2 vulture when danger's in the wind; wary 
and ſharp-ſighted as a hawk when treachery. 
is on foot: with ſuch a companion at my 
elbow, for ever whiſpering in my ear 
have a care of this man, he's a cheat; don't 
go near that woman, ſhe a jilt; overhead 
there's a ſcaffold ; under ſoot there's a well: 
Oh! Sir, ſuch a woman might lead me up 
and down this great city without difficulty 
or danger; but with a girl.of Miſs Ruſport's 
complexion „heaven and earth, Sir! we 
ſhould be dup'd, undone, and diſtraded, 5 
in a fortnight. 

Stecłkm. Ha! ha! ha! why you are become 
wond'rous circumſpec of a ſudden, pupil; 
and if you can find ſuch a prudent damſel 
as you deſcribe, you have my conſent— 
only beware how you chuſe; diſcretion 1s 
not the reigning quality amongſt the fine la- 
dies of the preſent time; andI thinkin Miſs 
Ruſport's particular I have given you no 
bad counſel. | 

Eric. Well, well, if you'll fetch me tis 
jewels, I believe can undertake to carry 
themto her; but as for the money, Il ha- 
ve nothing to do with that! Dudley would 


Uy hn, fitteſt ambaſſador on that occaſion ; 


\ | D 4 | and, 
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and, if I miſtake not, the moſt agreeable 
to the lady. 

Srockw. Why, indeed, from what Iknow of 
the matter, it may not improbably be deſtin- 
ed to find its way into his pockets. Exit. 

Belc. Then, depend upon it, theſe are 
not the only trinkets ſhe means to dedicate 
to Captain Dudley. As for me, Stockwell 
indeed wants me to marry; bur, till I can 
get this bewitching girl, this incognita, out 
of my head, 1 can never think of any other 
woman. | 

Servant enters, 5 delivers a letter. 


Heyday! Where can I have picked up a 
correſpondent already! Tis a moſt execra- 
ble manuſcript—Ler me ſee—Martha Ful- 
mer— Who is Martha Fulmer? Pſhaw! I 
won't be at. the trouble of decyphering 
her damn'd pothooks. Hold, hold, hold; 
what have we got here! 

«DEAR S1 Rz, 

I've diſcove rd the lady 
6 you was ſo much ſmitten with, and can 
* procure you an interview with her; ; if ycu 
l can be as generous to a pretty girl as you 
« was to a palty old captain,” [how did che 
find that out!] « you need not deſpair: co- 


« me to me immediately; the lady is now in 


« my houſe, and expects you. 
« Yours, 


* MARTHA Foran. a 
thou 


A ComMEDyY. 57 


O thou dear, lovely, and enchanting pa- 
per, which I was about to tear into a thou- 
ſand ſcraps, devoutly I entreat thy pardon: 
I have ſlighted thy contents, which are de- 
licious; ſlander'd thy characters, which are 
divine; and all the attonement I can make 
is implicitly to obey thy mandates. 


STOCKWELL returns. 


Stocłkw. Mr. Belcour, here are the jewels; 
this letter encloſes bills for the money; . 
and, if you will deliver it to Miſs Ruſport, 
you'll have no farther trouble on that ſcore. 

Belc. Ah, Sir! the letter which I've been 
reading diſqualifies me for delivering the 
letter which you have been writing: I have 
other game on foot; the lovelieſt girl my 
eyes ever feaſted upon is ſtarred in view, 
and the world cannot now divert me from 
purſuing her. 

Stockw. Hey-day ! What has turned you 
thus on a ſudden? | 

Belc. A woman: one that can turn, and 
overturn me and my tottering reſolutions 
every way ſhe will. Oh, Sir, if this is fol- 
ly in me, you muſt rail at Nature: you. 
muſt chide the ſun, that was vertical ar 
my birth, and would not wink upon my 
naked but ſwaddled me in the broad- 
eſt, hotteſt glare of his meridian beams. 

Sroctw. Mere rhapſody; mere childiſh 
cthupſody; the libertine's familiar plea 

Nature 


& 
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Nature made us, 'tis true, but we are the 
reſponſible creators of our own faults. and 
follies. ke: | : 
Belc. Sir! | 
Stockw. Slave of every face you meet, 


ſome huſſey has inveigled you, ſome hand- 


ſome profligate, the town is full of them; 
and, when once fairly bankrupt in conſtitu- 
tion, as well as fortune, nature no longer 
ſerves as your excuſe for being vicious; 
neceſſity perhaps, will erin your friend, 
and you'll reform. 

Bel. You are ſevere. - 
Stochw. It firs me to be ſo- 
becomes a father 1 would fay a friend 
[aſide] How ſtrangely I forger myſelf 
How difficult it is to counterfeit indif. 
ference, and put a maſk upon the heart— 
I've ſtruck him hard; he reddens. 


Bele. How could you tempt me ſo? Had 
you not inadvertently dropped the name of 
father, I fear our friendſhip, ſhort as it has 


been, would ſcarce have held me But 

even your miſtake I reverence Give me 

your hand—'tis over. | | 
Stockw. Generous young man——let me 


embrace you—How ſhall I hide 1 my tears: 
I have been to blame; becauſe I bore you 
the affedtion of a father, I raſhly took up 
the authority of one. I _ your pardon 


— — purſue your courſe ; 1 | have no right 
A | 130 


it well 


a QOoundt tir ww 


ro ſtop it What would you have me do 
with theſe things? 28 

Belc. This, if I might adviſe; carry the 
money to Miſs Ruſport immediately; never 
let generoſity wait for it's materials; thar 
part of the buſineſs preſſes. Give me the 
jewels; P11 find an opportunity of deliver- 
ing them into her hands; and your viſit. 
may pave the way for my reception. | 

5 N hs I uit. 

Stockw. Be it ſo: good morning to you. 
Farewel advice! Away goes he upon the 


E wing for pleaſure. What various paſſions 


he awakens in me! He pains, yet pleaſes 
me; . affrights, offends, yet grows upon 
my heart. His very failings ſet him off 
for ever treſpaſſing, for ever atoning, 
J almoſt think he would not be ſo perfect, 
were he free from fault: I muſt diſſemble 
longer; and yet how painful the experiment 
——Even now he's gone upon ſome wild 
adventure; and who can tell whar miſchief 
may befall him; O Nature, what it is to be 
a father! Juſt ſuch a thoughtleſs headlong 
thing was I when I beguiled his mother into 


love, = [Exit. 


a, 
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: = 
SCENE II. 
Scene changes to F ULMER's 5 ouſe. 5 
FULMER and bis WIFE. 
Ful. I tell you, Patty, you are a fool to 


think of bringing him and Miſs Dudley to- 


gether; 'twill ruin every thing, and blow 
your whole ſcheme up to the moon at once. 

Mrs. Ful. Why ſure, Mr. Fulmer, I may 
be allowed to rear a chicken of my own 
hatching, as they ſay. Who firſt ſprung 
the thought but I, pray? Who firſt con- 


_ rrived the plot? Who propoſed the letter, 


but , 12 

Ful. And who dogg'd the ventleinan ho- 
me? Who found out his name, fortune, 
connection; that he was a Weſt-Indian, 
freſh landed, and full of caſh; a gull to 
our heart's content; a hot-brain'd headlong 
ſpark, that would run into our trap, like 
a wheat-ear under a turf? 

Mrs. Fal. Hark! he's come: diſappear, 
march; and leave the field open to my 
machinations  _ {Exit FUL MER, 


SCENE III. 
1 BELCOUR enters 0 her. 


Belc. O, thou dear miniſter to my happi. 
neſs, let me embrace thee! Why thou art 


my Pore ſtar, my ants conſtellation, 
by 
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by which I navigate my impatient bark into 
che port of pleaſure and delighr. 
Mrs. Ful. Oh, you men are ſly creatures! 
Do you remember now, you cruel, what 
ou ſaid to me this morning? x 
Belc. All a jeſt, a frolick; never think 
on't; bury it for ever in oblivion; thou! 
why thou art all over nectar and ambroſia, 
powder of pearl and odour of roſes; thou 
haſt the youth of Hebe, the beauty of Ve- 
nus, and the pen of Sappho; bur in the 
name of all that's lovely, where's the lady? 
expected to find her with you. 


Mrs. Ful. No doubt you did, and theſe 
raptures were deſigned for her; but where 
have you loitered? the lady's gone, you 
are too late; girls of her ſort are not to be 
kept waiting like negro ſlaves in your ſugar 
plantations. by 

Belc. Gone! whither is ſhe gone? tell me 
that I may follow her. 

Mrs. Ful. Hold, hold, not fo faſt young 
gentleman, this is a caſe of ſome delicacy; 
ſhou'd Captain Dudley know that I intro. 
duced you to his daughter, he is a man of 
ſuch ſcrupulous honour 

Belc. What do you tell me! isſhedaugh- 
ter to the old gentleman I met here this 
morning ? 1 

Mrs. Ful. The ſame; him you was ſo 
generous to. e 

| Bele. 
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Belc. There's an end of the matter then 
at once; it ſhall never be ſaid of me, tha 
I rook advantage of the father's neceſſities 
to trepan the daughter (going). 

Mrs. Ful. So, fo, I've made a wrong 
caſt, he's one of your conſcientious finner; 
I find; but I won't loſe him thus Ha! 
ha! ha! | 
' Belc. What is it you laugh at? 

Mis. Ful. Your abſolute 1nexperience: 
have you lived ſo very little time in this 
country, as not to know that between 
young people of equal ages, the term of 


ſiſter often is a cover for that of miſtreſs] 


This young lady is, in that ſenſe of the word, 
ſiſter to young Dudley, and conſequently 
daughter to my old lodger. 

Belc. Indeed! are you ſerious? 
Mrs. Ful. Can you doubt it? I muſt have 
been pretty well aſſur'd of that before I in. 
vited you hither. : 

Belc. That's true; ſhe cannot be a wo- 
man of honour, and Dudley is an uncon- 
ſcionable young rogue to think of keeping 
one fine girl in pay, by raiſing contribution 
on another; he ſhall cherefore give her up; 
ſheis a dear, bewitching, miſchievous, lit- 
tle devil; and he ſhall politively give her up, 

Mrs. Ful. Ay, now the freak has taken 
you again; I ſay give her up; there's one 
Way, indeed, and certain of ſucceſs. 
Belc. What's that ? 

Mrs. Tul. 
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Mrs. Ful. Out-bid him, never dream of 
out-bluſtring him; buy out his leaſe of poſ- 
ſeſſion, and leave her to manage his eject- 
ment. | , 

Belc. Is ſhe ſo venal? Never fear me then; 
when beauty is the purchaſe, I ſhan' t think 
much of the price. 

Mrs. Ful. All things, then, will be made 
eaſy enough ; let me "ſee; ſome little gen- 
teel preſent to begin with: what have you 
got about you? Ay, ſearch ; I can beſtow 
it to advantage, there's no time to be loſt. 

Belc. Hang it, conſound it; a plague 
upon't, ſay I! I hav'n't a guinea left in my 
pocket; I parted from my whole ſtock here 
this morning, and have forgot to ſupply 
myſelf ſince. 50 | 

Mrs. Tul. Mighty well; let it paſs then; 
there's an end; think no more of the lady, 
thar's all. 

Belc. Diſtraction! think no more of her? 
let me only ſtep home and provide myſelf, 
III be back with you in an inſtant. 

Mrs. Ful. Pooh, pooh!'that's a wretch- 
ed ſhift: have you nothing of value about 
you? Money's a coarſe flovenly vehicle, fit 
only to bribe electors in a borough; there 
are more graceful ways of purchaſing a la- 
dy's favours; rings, trinkets, jewels! 

Belc. Jewels! Gadſo, I proteft I had 
forgot: I have a caſe of jewels; but they 
won't do, I muſt nor part from them; no, 

"” | no, 
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no, they are appropriated; they are none 
of my own. 

Mrs. Ful. Let me ſee, let me ſee! Ay, 
now, this were ſomething- like: pretty crea- 
tures, how they ſparkle! theſe wou'd enſu. 
re ſucceſs. 

Belc. Indeed! 

Mrs. Ful. Theſe wou'd aake her your 
own for ever. 

Belc. Then the deuce take'em for belong- 
ing to another perſon ; ; Icou'd find in my 
heart ro give 'em the girl, and ſwear Pye 
loſt them. 

Mrs. Ful. Ay, do, ſay they were ſtolen 
out of your pocket. 

Belc. No, hang it, that's diſhonourable; 
| here, give me the paltry things, I'll write 
vou an order on my merchant for double 

their value. 

Mrs. Ful. An order! No; order for me 
no orders upon merchants, with their value 
received, and three days grace; their not- 
ing, proteſting, and endorſing , and all 
their counting · houſe formalities; I'll have 
nothing to do with them; leave your dia- 

monds with me, and give your order for the 
value of them to the owner: the money would 

be as good as the trinkets, I warrant you. 
Belc. Hey! how! I never thought of 
that; bur a breach of truſt; tis impoſſible; 
I never can conſent, therefore, give me 


the jewels back again. 
Aer Ful 


| 
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Mrs. Fil. Take em; I am now to ell 
you the lady is in this houſe. 

Belc. In this houſe? _ 

Mrs. Ful. Yes, Sir, in this very houſe; 
but what of that? you have got what you 
like better; your toys, your trinkets; go, 
go: Oh! you're a man of a notable ſpire, 
are you not? 

Belc. Provoking creaturel Bring me to 
the ſight” of the dear girl, and diſpoſe of 
me as you think fit. a 

Mrs. Ful. And of the diamonds too ? 

| Bele. Damn'em, I wou'd there was not 
ſuch a bauble in nature ! But come, come, 
diſparch; if I had the throne of Dehli 1 
ſhould give it to her. | 
Mrs. Ful. Swear to me then that you 
will keep within bounds, remember ſhe 
paſſes for the ſiſter of young Dudley. Oh! 
if you come to your flights, and your 
rhapſodies, ſhe'll be off in an inſtant, 

Belc. Never fear me. | 

Mrs. Ful. You muſt expect to 3 her 
talk of her father, as ſhe calls him, and 
brother, and your bounty to her family. 

Belc. Ay, ay, never mind what ſhe talks 
of, only bring her. 


Mrs. Ful. "you u'll be prepar a upon that 
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head? 


Belc, 1 ſhall be prepar'd, neyer fear; | 


way with you. 5 
Vo. I. E Mrs. Ful. 


* 
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Mrs. Ful. But hold, I had forgot : not 


a word of the diamonds ; ; leave _ matter 
ro my management. 

Belc. Hell and vexation! Get out of the 
room: or I ſhall run diſtracted. 
Fulmer.) Of a certain, Belcour, thou art 
born to be the fool of woman: ſure no man 
ſins with ſo much repentance, or repents 
with ſo little amendment, as Ido. I cannot 
give away another perſon's property, ho- 
nour forbids me; and ] poſitively cannot 
give up the girl; love, paſſion, conſtitution, 
every thing proteſts againſt that. 
Mall I decide? 1 cannot bring myſelf to 


break a truſt, and I am not at preſent in 


the humour to baulk my inclinations. Is 
there no middle way? Let me conſider 
There is, there is: my good genius has pre- 
ſented me with one; apt, obvious, ho- 
nourable: the girl ſhall not go without her 
baubles, TIl not go without the girl, Miſs 
Ruſport ſhan't loſe her diamonds , Fll fave 
Dudley from deſtrudtion, and every party 
| ſhall be a gainer by the project. 


SCE N E IV. 
Mrs. FULMER introducing Miſs DupLEyY. 


Mrs. Ful. Miſs Dudley, this is the wor- 
thy gentleman you Wal to _ 5 this i is Mr. 


Belcour. 
Loui ſa. 


[ Exit Mrs. 


How 


. ĩͤ OS - 


cou'd not reſiſt the opportunity 
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Loviſn. As Ilive, the very man that beſet 


me in the ſtreets! [aſide.] 
Belc. An angel, by this light! Oh I am 


gone paſt all retrieving! th [aſide.] 


Loui ſa. Mrs. Fulmer, Sir, informs me 
you are the gentleman from whom my fa- 
ther has received ſuch civilities. 

| Belc. Oh! never name'em. 

Louiſa. Pardon me, Mr. Belcour, they 
muſt be borh named ard remember'd; and 


if my father was here—— 


Belc. IJ am much better pleaſed with his | 
repreſentative. | 

Loui ſu. That title is my We s, Sir; 
I have no claim to it. 

Bele. I believe it. 
Loui ſa. But as neither he nor my father 
were fortunate enough to be at home, EX 


Belc. Nor Ineither, by my ſoul, Madam: 
let us improve it, therefore. I am inlove 
with you to diſtraction; I was charmed at 
the firſt glance; I attempted to accoſt you; 
you fled;\ I follow'd; but was defeated of 
an interview; at length I have obtain'd one, 
and ſeize the opportunity of caſting my per- 
ſon and my fortune at your feet. 

Loui ſa. You aſtoniſhme! Are you in your 
ſenſes, or do you make a jeſt of my misfor- 
tunes? Do you ground pretences on your 
generoſity, or do you make a practice of 


this folly with every woman you meet? 
EZ Hel. 


' 
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Belc. Upon my life, no: as you are the 
handſomeſt woman I ever met, ſo you are 
the firſt to whom I ever made the like pro- 
feſlions: as for my generoſity, Madam, I 
muſt refer you on that ſcore to this good 
lady, who I believe has ſomething to offer 
in my hehalff. 

Loui ſa. Don' cbuild upon that, Sir; Imuſt 
have better proofs of your generoſity, than 


the mere diveſtment of a little ſuperfluous 


droſs, before I can credit the ſincerity of 
profeſſions ſo abruptly delivered. 
[Exit haſtily, 
-  Belc. Oh! ye Gods and Goddeſſes, how 
| avon anger animates her eme 
[Going out. 

Mrs. Ful. Stay, Sir; if you tir a ſtep 
after her, I renounce your intereſt for 
ever: why you'll ruin every thing. 
Helc. Well, I muſt have her, coſt what 
it will: I ſee ſhin underſtands her own value 
tho'; a little ſupertluous droſs, truly! She 
muſt have better proofs of my generoſity. 

Mrs. Ful. Tis exactly as I told you; 
your money ſhe calls droſs; ſhe's too proud 
to ſtain her fingers with your coin; bait 
your hook well "with jewels;' try that ex- 
periment, and ſhe's your own. 

- Bele. Take em; letem go; lay em at ha 
feet; 5 I muſt get out of the ſcrape as I can; 
my propenſity is irreſiſtible: there; you 


have em; they are they are her's; 
ON | but 


WTV 


4 Comedy. 69 


but remember they are a truſt; I commit 
them to her keeping till I can buy'em off 
with ſomething ſhe ſhall think more valua- 
ble; now tell me when {ſhall I meet her? 

Mrs. Ful. How can I tell. that? Don't 
you ſee what an alarm you have put her into? 


Oh! you're a rare one: But go your ways 


for this while; leave her ro my manage- 
ment, and come to me at ſeven this eve- 
ning; but remember not to bring empty 
boclers n % Ha! ha! ha! 

Fay 1 Eee ſeveral. 


8 EN E v. 
425 Rus ron r's houſe. 


Miſs Ruseorr enters, followed by a S 


Char. Deſire Mr. Stockwell to walk in. 
| | Exit Servant. 


STOCKWELL enters. 


 Stockw. Madam, your moſt obedient ſer- 
vant: I am honoured with your commands, 
by Captain Dudley; and have brought the 
money with me as you directed: I under- 
ſtand the ſum you have occaſion for is two 
hundred pounds. ; ? 

Char. It is, Sir; I am quite confounded 
at your taking this trouble upon yourſelf, 
Mr. Stockwell. 

Stocw. There is a Bank-note, Madam, 
to the amount: your jewels are in ſafe hands, 

E 3+ and 
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and will be delivered to you directly. If I 
had, been happy in being better known ro 
you, I ſhould have hoped you would not 

have thought ir neceſſary to place a depoſit 
in my hands for fo trifling a ſum as you ha- 
ve now required me to ſupply you with. 
_ Char. The bawbles I ſent you may very 
well be ſpared; and, as they are the only 
ſecurity in my preſent ſituation, I can give 
you, I could wiſh you would retain them 
in your hands: when I am of age, which, 
if I livea few months, I ſhall be, I will re- 
place your favour, with thanks. 

Stockw. It is obvious, Miſs Ruſport, that 
your charms will ſuffer no impeachment 
by the abſence of theſe ſuperficial orna- 
ments; but they ſhould be ſeen in the ſuite 
of a woman of faſhion, not as creditors to 
whom you are indebted for your appearan- 
ce, but as ſubſervient attendants, which 
help to make up your equipage. 

Char. Mr. Stockwell is determined not 
to wrong the confidence I repoſed in' his 
politeneſs. | | | 

Stockw. I have only to requeſt, Madam, 
that you will allow Mr. Belcour, a young 
gentleman, in whoſe happineſs I particu- 
lärly intereſt myſelf, to have the honour o 
delivering you the box of jewels. | 
_ Char. Moſt gladly; any friend of yours 
cannot fail of being welcome here. 


Stockw. 


A Coup y. Ir 


Stockw. I flatter myſelf you will not find 
him totally undeſerving your good opinion; 
an education, not of the ſtricteſt kind, 
and ſtrong animal ſpirits, are apt ſometimes 
to betray him into youthful irregularities ; 
but an high principle of honour, and an 
uncommon benevolence, in the eye of can- 
dor, will, I hope, atone for any faults, 
by which theſs good qualities are not im- 
paired. 

Char, I des fay Mr. Belcour's behaviour 
wants no apology: we've no right to be 
over ſtrict in canvaſſing the morals of a com- 
mon acquaintance. 

Stockw. I with it may be my pine 
to ſee Mr. Belcour in the liſt, not of your 
common, but particular CONN of 
your friends, Miſs Ruſport I dare not 
be more explicit. 
| Char, Nor need you Mr. Stockwell: I 
ſhall be ſtudious to deſerve his friendſhip ;/ 
and, though I have long ſince unalterably 
placed my affections on another, I truſt, I 
ave not left myſelf inſenſible to the merits 
of Mr. Belcour; and hope that neither you 
nor he will, for that reaſon, think me leſs 
worthy your good opinion and regards. 

Stockw. Miſs Ruſpart, I ſincerely wiſh 
you happy: 1 have no doubt you have pla- 
ced your affection on a deſerving man; and 
I have no ** to combat your choice. 

IErit. 
E4 Char. 
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Cbar. How honourable is that behaviour! 
Now, if Charles was here, I thould be hap- 
py. The old lady is ſo fond of her new 
Iriſh acquaintance, that I have the whole 
houſe at my diſpoſal. [Exit CHARLOTTE. 


SCENE VI. 
BEL COUR enters, preceded by a Servant. 


__ Serviint. I aſk your honour's pardon; I 
thought my young lady was here: who 
ſhallI inform her wou'd ipeak to her? 

.- Belc. Belcour is my name, Sir; and pray 
beg your lady to put herſelf in no hurry 
on my account; for I'd ſooner ſee the devil 
than ſee her face. [Exit Servant.] In the na- 
ine of all that's miſchievous, why did Stock- 
well drive me hither in ſuch haſte? A pretty 
figure, truly, I ſhall make: an ambaſſador 
without credentials. Blockhead that I was 
to charge myſelf with her diamonds; ofh- 
cious, meddling puppy! Now they are irre- 
trie vably gone: that ſuſpicious jade Fulmer 


woudn't part even with a ſight of them, 


tho' I would have ranſom'd em at twice 
their value. Now muſt I truſt to my poor 
wits to bring me off: a lamentable depen- 
dance. Fortune be my®%helper!! Here co- 
mes the girl If ſhe is noble minded, as 
the is ſaid to be, ſhe will forgive me; if 
not, tis a loſt cauſe; for I have not thought 
of one word in my excuſe. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
CARTLOTTE enters. 


* 


cher. Mr. Belcour, Im proud to ſee you: : 
your friend, Mr. Stockwell, prepared me 
to expect this honour; and 1 am happy in 
the opportunity of being known to you. 

Belc. A fine girl, by my ſoul! Now what 
aicuried hangdog do I look like! [afide.] 

Char. Lou are newly: arrived in r 
country , Sir ? 

Belc. Juſt landed, Adem juſt ſer * 
te, with a large cargo of Muſcavado ſu- 
gars, rum-puncheons, mahoganyſlabs, wet 
ſweet-meats; and green paroquets. 

Char, May I afl you ham you like Lon- 


| don, Sir?d 


Belc. WT adeiretions I Wia the town 
and the town's-folk are exactly ſuited; tis 
a great, rich, overgrown, noiſy, tumul- 
tuous place: the whole morning is a buſtle 
to get money, and the whole erg is 
a an humy to ſpend it. | 

bar. Are theſe all the oblecemivgs you 

ave made ? 

Belc. No, Madam; I have: obſerved the 
women are very captivating , and the men 
very ſoon caught. . 

Char. Ay, indeed! Whence do 0yo — 
that concluſion ? 0 J 

| Bel. 


| 0 ſomebody elſe. 


— 
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Belc. From infallible guides; the firſt re- 
mark I colle from what I now ſee, theſe- 
cond from what I now feel. 

Char. Oh, the deuce take you! But to 
wave this ſubje&; 1 believe, Sir, this was 
a viſit of buſineſs, not compliment; was it 
not? 7 

| Belc. Ay; now comes on my execution. 

Char. You have ſome fooliſh trinkets of 
mine, Mr. Belcour; havn't you? 
Bee. No „in truth; they are gone in 

ſearch of a trinket, ſtill more. fooliſh than 
themſelves [afrde.] 95 

Char. Some diamonds ind Sir; Mr. 
Stockwell wr po d me you was charg d 
With em. 

Belc. Oh, yes, Madam; but L have md 
treachegous memory in life Here they 
are] Pray put them up; they're all right; 

ou need not examine em. [gives à box.] 

Cbarl. Hey-dey! right, Sir! Why theſe 
are not my diamonds; theſe are quite diffe- 
rent; and, as it ſhould en of much 
greater value. 

Belc. Upon my life I'm glad on 1 for 

then 1 hope you value 'em more than your 
own, 
- Char. As a purchaſer I ſhould, but not 
as an owner; you miſtake; theſe belong to 
— elſe. | 

Belc. Tis yours, I'm afraid, Ju belong 


| Char. 


-- = as 
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2 Char. What is it you mean? I muſt inſiſt 

on your taking em back again. | 
Beis. Pray, Madam, don't do that; I 
ſnall infallibly loſe them; I have the worſt 
luck with diamonds of any man living. | 

Char. That you might well ſay, was you 
to give me theſe in the place of mine; but 
pray, Sir, what is the reaſon of all this ? 
Why have you changed the jewels? and 
where have you diſpoſed of mine? 

Belc. Miſs Ruſport, I cannot invent a lie 
for my life; and, if it was to ſave it, I 
cou'dn't tell one: L am an idle, diſſipated, 
unthinking fellow, not worth your notice: 
in ſhort, I am a Weſt-Indian; and you muſt 
try me according to the charter of my colo- 
ny, not by a jury of Engliſh ſpinſters: the 
truth is, I've given away your jewels ; 
caught with a pair of ſparkling eyes, whoſe 
luſtre blinded. their's, I ſerved. your proper- 
ty as I ſhould my\own, and laviſh'd it 
away; let me not totally deſpair of your 
forgiveneſs: I frequently do wrong, but 
never with impunity; if your diſpleaſure is 
added to my own, my puniſhment will be 
too ſevere. When I parted from the je- 
wels, I had not the honour of Knowing 
their owner. 

Char. Mr. Belcour, your ſincerity charms 
me; I enter at once into your character, 
and I make all the allowances for it you can 
Aries. 1 take your jewels for the preſent, 

becauſe 
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becauſe I know there is no other way of 


reconciling you to yourſelf; but, if I give 


1rit"in one point, you muſt 
yield to mine in a er: remember I will 
not keep more. than the wlue of my own 
jewels: chere is no need to 
more than one woman at a time, 8 
Belc. Now, may every bleſſing that can 
crown your virtues, and reward your beau- 
ty, be ſhower'd upon you; may you meet 
admiration without envy, love without jea- 
louſy, and old age without malady ; may 
the man of your heart be ever conſtant, and 
you never meet a leſs penitent, or leſs gra- 
teful offender , than myſelf! A ee 


Servant enters and delivers 4 letter, 0 


Char. Des your lerter* require ſuch 
haſte? OO YDB © TIER. 4 

Servant. I was bade to give it into your 
own hands, Madam. 
Car. From Charles Davlsy; I 522 
have I your permiſſion? Good — 
what do I read Mr. Belcour, you are con- 
cern'd in this Dear Charlotte, in the 
«midſt of our diſtreſs, Providence has caſt 
t benefactor in our way, after the moſt 
« unexpected manner: a young Weſt-Indian, 
rich, and, with a warmth of heart pecu- 
«liar to his climate, has reſcued my father 
from his troubles , ſatisfied his wants, and 
& enabled him to accompliſh his exchange: 
8 « when 
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« whenT relate to you the manner in which 

« this was done, you will be charmed; I 
« can only now add, that it was by chance 
«we found out that his name is Belcour, 
« and that he is a friend of Mr. Stockwell's. 


« acquainted with this fortunate event, for 
« reaſons which delicacy obliges me to ſup- | 
« prefs;zbut, perhaps, if you have not re- 
«ceived the money on your jewels, you 
« will not think it neceſſary now to do it. 
«I have the honour to be, 


« Dear Madam , nat, 
| 1 moſt faithfully » yours, 
« CHARLES DUDLEY.” 


Is this your doing, Sir? Never was ge- | 
neroſity ſo worthily exerted. | 

 Belc. Or ſo greatly overpaid. . 
Char. After what you have now done 
for this noble, but indigent family, ler 
me not ſcruple to unfold the whole ſitua- 
tion of my heart to you. Know then, Sir, 
and don't think the worſe of me for the 
frankneſs of my declaration, that ſuch is 
my attachment to the ſon of that worthy 
officer, whom you relieved, that the mo- 
ment I am of age, and in poſſeſſ on of my 
fortune, I ſhou'd hold myſelf the happieſt 


e loſe not a wth hi s time, inmaking you 


of women to ſhare it with young Dudley. 


Belc. Say you ſo, Madam! then let me 


periſh if I don't love and reverence you 
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above all woman kind; and, if ſuch is 
Vour generous reſolution, never wait till 
you're of age; life is too ſhort, pleaſure 
too fugitive; the ſoul grows narrower eve- 
ry hour; Tl equip you for your eſcape; 
III convey jou to the man of your heart, 
and away with you then to the firſt hoſpi- 
table parſon that will rake you in. 

Char. O bleſſed be the torrid zone for 
ever, whoſe rapid vegetation quickens na- 
ture into ſuch benignity! Theſe latitudes 


are made for politics and philoſophy ; 


friendſhip has no root in this ſoil. But, had 
1 ſpirir to accept your offer, which is not 
improbable, wou'dnot it be a mortifying 
thing, for a fond girl to find herſelf miſta- 
ken, and ſent back to her home, like a 
vagrant; and ſuch, for what I know, 
might be my caſe. 

Belc. Then he ought to be proſcribed 
the ſociety of mankind for ever [aſide] 
Ay; ay, tis the ſham ſiſter that makes him 
thus indifferent: *twill be a meritorious 
office to take that girl out of the way. 


SCENE VIIL 
| Servant enters. 


Servant. Miſs Dudley to wait on you, 


Madam. 
Belc. Who? 


Servant. Miſs Dudle g ne | g 
, 7 Char. 
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Char. What's the matter, Mr. Belcour? 
Are you frighted at the name of a pretty 
girl? Tis the ſiſter of him we were ſpeak- 
ing of pray admit her. | 

Belc. The ſiſter! So, ſo; [afide] He has 
impoſed on her too this is an, extraor- 
dinary viſit, ruly. Upon my ſoul, the aſſur- 
ance of ſome folks isnot to be accounted for. 

Char. I inſiſt upon your not running 
away; you'll be charm'd with Louiſa Dud- 
ley... Fd | 
2 Oh, yes, I am charmed with her. 

Char. You've ſeen her then, have you? 
| Bel. Les, yes, I've ſeen her. 

Char. Well, isn't ſhe a delightful girl? 
| Belc. Very delightful. | 

Char. Why, you anſwer as if you was in 
a court of juſtice: O' my conſcience! I be- 
lieve you are caught; I've a notion ſhe has 
trick'd you out of your hearr. 

Belc. I believe the has, and you our of 
your jewels; for,. to tell you the truth, 
ſhe's the very perſon I gave em to. 

Char. You gave her my jewels? Louiſa 
Dudley my jewels? admirable! inimitable! 
the fly little jade! Oh; bur huſh, here ſhe 
comes; I don't know how I ſhall keep my 
countenance. [Louis A enters.] My dear, 
I'm rejoiced to ſee you; how d'ye do? I beg 
leave to introduce Mr. Belcour, a very 
worthy friend of mine; I believe, Louiſa, 
you have ſeen him before. 1 
Kok | Lon. 
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Loui ſa. T have met the gentleman. 
- Char. You have met the gentleman: 


well, Sir, and you have met the lady; in 


ſhort, you have met each other; why 


then don't you ſpeak to each other? How 


you both ſtand! tongue- tied, and fix'd as 
ſtatues Ha! ha! ha! Why you'll fall 
aſleep by-and-by. 

-  Lomfa. Fye 5c you; fye a you} Is 
this fair? 

Belc. Upon my ſoul, I never look d fo 
like a fool in my ble; the aſſurance of 
that girl puts me quite down [aſide.] 

Char. Sir Mr. Belcour Was it 
your pleaſure to advance any thing? Not 
a ſyllable. Come, Louiſa, women's wit, 
they ſay, is never at a loſs Nor you 
neither? Speechleſs both Why you was 
merry enough before this lady came in. 

Louiſu. I am ſorry I have been any inter- 
nen to your W Sir. 

Belc. Madam 

Char. Madam! Is that all you can fay? 
But come, my dear girl, I won't teaze 
you: apropos! I muſt ſhew you what a 
preſent this dumb gentleman: has made me: 


are not theſe handſome diamonds ? 


Loui ſa. Yes, indeed, they ſeem very fine; 
hut I am no judge of theſe things. 
Char. Oh, you wicked little hypoerite, 


you are no judge of theſe things, Louiſa; 
you have no diamonds , not ub. 


Lou. 


[A Cons rr. 9 


- Logiſa. You know Thavn't, Miſs Ruſport: 
you know thoſe things are infinitely above 
, att; | 

Char. Ha! ha! ha! „ 


HBelc. [aſide. ] She does tell a lie with an ad- 


mirable countenance, that's true enough. 
Louiſa. What ails you, Charlotte? What 
impertinence have I been guilty of that you 
ſhould find it neceſſary to humble me 
ſuch a rate? If you are happy, long may 
you be ſo; but, ſurely, it can be no addi- 
tion to it to make me miſerable. | 
Char. So ſerious! there muſt be _—_ 
myſtery in this Mr. Belcour, will you 


leave us together? You ſee I treat you 


with all the familiarity of an old acquaint- 
„ —- ¼T | 
Belc. Oh, by all means, pray command 
me. Miſs Ruſport, Im your moſt obe- 
dient! By your condeſcenſion in accepting 
theſe poor trifles, I am under eternal ob- 
ligations to you To you, Miſ Dud- 
ley, I ſhall not offer a word on that ſub- 
je&: you deſpiſe finery; you have a ſoul 
above it; I adore your ſpirit; I was rather 
unprepared for meeting you here; but I 
ſhall hope for an opportunity of making 
myſelf better known to you. [Err 


Vo l. I. F SCENE 
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SCENE IX. » 


CHARLOTTE and LOUISA. 


Char. Louiſa: Dudley, you ſurprize me; 


I never ſaw you ac thus before: can't 
you bear a little innocent _ before 


the man of your heart? 
Louiſa. The man of my heart, Madam? 
Be aſſured I never was ſo viſionary to aſpire 


to any man whom Miſs Ruſport honours 


with her choice. 


- Char. My choice, my dear! Why we 


are playing at croſs purpoſes; how enter'd 


it into your head that Mr. Belcour was 1120 


man of my choice? 
Louiſa. Why, didn't he preſent you 
with thoſe diamonds? 


Char. Well; perhaps he did——and 


pray, Louiſa, have you no diamonds ? 


Louiſa. I diamonds truly! Who ſhould 


give me diamonds? 
_ - . Char. Who, but this very gentleman: 
TS: here comes your * 


SCENE x. | 
"CHARLES enters. 


1 inſiſt upon referring our diſpute to 


him: your ſiſter and I, Charles, have a 
quarrel; Belcour, the hero of your letter, 


uy <a left us——ſome how or other, 


Louiſa's e 


. 


FF 
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Louiſy 8 BEBE eyes have caught him; and 
the poor fellow's fallen deſperately in love 
with her 
Well, that's excuſable enough, you'll ſay; 
bur the jet of the ſtory is, that this haic- 
brain'd ſpark, who does nothing like other 

eople, has given her the very identical 
jewels, which you pledged for me to Mr. 
Stockwell; and will you believe that this 


little demure ſlut made up a face, and 
ſqueezed out three or four hypocritical 


tears, becauſe I rallied her about it. 


Charles. Pm all aſtoniſhment! 3 
tell me without reſerve, has Mr. Belcour 


given you any diamonds? | 
Louiſa. None, upon my honour. 

Charles. Has he made any profeſſions to 
ou? 


Loui ſa. He has; but altogether in a ſtile 


ſo whimſical and capricious, that the beſt 
which can be ſaid of them is to tell you, 


that they ſeem'd more the reſult of good 


ſpirits than good manners. 


Char. Ay, ay, now the murder's out; 


he's in love with her, and ſhe has no very 
great diſlike to him; truſt ro my obſerva- 
tion, Charles, for that: as to the dia- 
monds, there's ſome miſtake about them, 


and you muſt clear it up: three minutes 


converſation with him will pur every thing 
in a right train; go, go, Charles, 'tis a 
brother's buſineſs ; about it inſtantly; ten 


F'S2<- = to 


don't interrupt me, huſſey]— 
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to one you'll find him over the way at Mr. 
Stockwell's. | 

Charles. I confeſs I'm impatient to have 
the caſe clear'd up; I'll take your advice, 
and find him out: good = to you. 
Char. Your ſervant; life upon it 
you'll find Belcour a man 01 honour. Co- 
me, Louiſa, let us adjourn to my dreſſing- 
room; Tue a little private buſineſs to trans- 
act with you, before the old lady comes 
up to tea, and interrupts us. 5 | 


END of THE THIRD ACT, 
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Ac iv. scENE I. 
FULMER'S houſe. | 


Former and bis WIr E. 17 5 
Ful. P atty, wasn't Mr. Belepur wich you? 


Mrs. Ful. He was; and is now ſhur up 
in my chamber, in high expectation of an 


interview with Miſs Dudley; ſhe's at pre- 


ſent with her brother, and *twas with ſo- 
me difficulty I perſuaded my hot - headed 
ſpark to wait till he has left her. 8 

[int Well, child, and what then? 

Mrs. Ful. Why then; Mr. Fulmer, I 
think it will be time for you and me to 
ſteal a march, and be gone. 

Ful. So this is all the fruit of your inge- 
nious project; a eke overthrow, ora 
ſudden flight, 

Mrs. Ful. Why, my project was a mere 
impromptu, and can at worſt but quicken 
our departure a few days; you know we 
had fairly outliv'd our credit here, and a 
trip to Boulogne is no ways unſeaſonable. 
Nay, never droop, man Hark! hark! 
here's enough to bear charges {ſhewing a | 
purſe] 


Ful. Let me ſee, let me ſee: this un . 


well; this is of the right ſort: why your 


Walk-in bled freely. 
F 3 Mrs. Ful. 
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Mrs. Ful. But that's not all: look here! 
Here are the ſparklers! [ ſhewing the jewels] 
Now what d'ye think of my performances? 
Heh! a fooliſh ſcheme, isn't ita filly 
woman ? \ 

Ful. Thou art a Judith, a Joan of Arc, 
and F'Il march under thy banners, girl, to 
the world's end: come, let's begone; I've 
little to regret; my creditors may ſhare 
the old books amongſt them; they'll have 
occaſion for philoſoph to ſupport their 
loſs; they'll. find its upon my ſhelves : 
the world is my library; I read mankind 
Now, Patty, lead the way. 

Mrs. Ful. Adieu , Velen | (kaun 


8 C E N E 11. 
CHARLES DuprEY and Louis A. 


Charles. Well, Louiſa, I confeſs the Cas 
ce of what you ſay : I accept Miſs Ruſport's 
bounty; and, when you ſee my generous 
Charlotte, tell her but have a care, 
there is a ſelfiſhneſs even in gratitude, 
when it is too profuſe; ; to be overthankful 
for any one favour, is in effect to lay out 
For another; the beſt return I cou'd make 
my benefa&reſs wou'd be never to N . Tot 
more. - 


Loui ſa. I underſtand you. 


Charles, We that are poor, Louiſa, ſhow 


be cautious; for this reaſon, I wou'd guard 
you 
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ou againſt Belcour; at leaſt till T can unra- 
vel the myſtery of Miſs Ruſport's diamonds; 
J was diſappointed of finding him at Mr. 
Stockwell's, and am now going in ſearch 
of him again: he may intend honourably ; 
but, I confeſs to you, I am ſtagger'd; 
think no more of him, therefore, for the 
preſent: of this be ſure, while I have life, 
and you have honour, I will protect you, 
or periſh in your defence. - [Exit. 
Loui ſa. Think of him no more! Well, 
I'll obey; but if a wand'ring uninvited 
thought ſhould creep by chance into my 
boſom, muſt I not give the harmleſs wretch 
a ſhelter? Oh! yes; the great artificer of 
the human heart knows every thread he wo- 
ve into its fabric, nor puts his work to 
harder uſes than it was made to bear: my 
wiſhes then, my guiltleſs ones, I mean, 
are free: how faſt they ſpring within 'me 
at that ſentence! Down, down, ye buſy 
creatures! Whither wou'd you carry me? 
Ah! there is one amongſt you, a forward, 
new intruder, that, in the likeneſs of an 
offending, generous man, grows into fa- 
vour with my heart. Fye, fye upon it! 
Belcour purſues, inſults me; yet, ſuch is 
the farality of my condition, that what 
ſhou'd rouſe reſentment, only calls up love. 


F 4 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
BELCOUR enters to ber. 


Belc. Alone, by all that's happy ! 
Loaiſa. Ah! 5 8 


Belc. Oh! ſhriek not, ſtart not, ſtir not, 


lovelieſt creature! but let me kneel , and 
gaze upon your beauries. | 

Louiſa. Sir! Mr. Belcour, riſe! What i is 
it you do? 

Belc. See, I obey you; mould me as 
you will, behold your ready ſervant! New 
to. your country, ignorant of your man- 
ners, habits, and deſires, I put myſelf in- 
to your hands for inſtruction; make me 
only ſuch as you can like yourſelf, and I 
ſhall be happy. 

Louiſa. I muſt not hear this, Mr. Bel- 
cour; go; ſhould he that parted from me 
but this minute, now return, I tremble 
for the conſequence. 

Belc. Fear nothing; let him come: I lo- 
ve you, Madam; he'll find ir hard ro make 
me unſay that. 

Louiſa. You terrify me; your impetuous 
temper frightens me; you know my ſitua- 
tion; it is not generous to purſue me thus. 

Belc. True; I do know your ſituation, 
your real one, Miſs Dudley, and am re- 
folv'd to ſnatch you from it; 'twill be a 
meritorious act; the old Captain ſhall rejoi- 
ce; Miſs Ruſport ſhall be made happy; and 


even 
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even he, even your beloved wacky, with 
whoſe reſentment you threaten me, ſhall 
in the end £90085" and thank me: Come, 
thou'rt a dear enchanting girl, and Im de- 
termin ' d not to live a minute longer without 
thee. 

Loviſa. Hold, are e you. mad? I ſee you 
are a bold, aſſuming man, and know not 
where -to ſtop. 


Belc. Who chat beholds ſuch beauty can? 
By Heaven, you put my blood into a fla- 
me. Provoking girl! is it within the ſtretch 
of my fortune to content you? What is it 
you can further aſk that I am not ready to 
grant? 


Loni ſa. Ves, with the fams: e Ficiliry that 
you beſtow'd upon me Miſs Ruſport's dia- 
monds. For ſhame! for Mage: was that 
a manly ſtory? 

| Belc. So! ſo! theſe Jevaliſh Aich 
meet me every where Ler me periſh if 
I mean't you any harm: Oh! I cou'd tear 
my tongue out for faying a word about the 
matter. 

Louiſa. Go to hes then, and contradi& 


it; till that is done, my reputation is at 
ſtake. 


Belc. [afide.] Her reputation! Now ſhe 
has got upon that, ſhe'll go on for ever. — 
[4loud.] What is there I will not do for your 


Loviſa. 
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Loni ſa. Do ſo; reſtore her own jewels 


to her, which I ſuppoſe you kept back for 
the purpoſe of preſenting others to her of 
a greater value; but for the future, Mr. 
Belcour, when you wou'd do a galant action 
to that lady, don't let it be at my expence. 

Belc. [aſide.] J ſee where ſhe 8 ſhe 
is willing enough to give up Miſs Ruſport's 
diamonds, now ſhe finds ſhe ſhall be a gai- 
ner by the exchange. Be it ſo! 'tis what I 
wiſh'd.-—- [aloud.] Well, Madam, I will 
return Miſs Ruſport her owg jewels , and 
you ſhall have others of tenfold their value. 

Louiſa. No, Sir, you err moſt widely; 


it is my good opinion, not my VIS» 


which you muſt bribe. | 

Belle. [afide] Why, what the W 186 ſhe 
have now? [aloud.] Miſs Dudley, it is my 
with to obey and pleaſe you, but I have ſome 
apprehenſion that we miſtake each other. 

Louiſa. I think we do; tell me, then, 
in few words, what it 1s you aim at. 

Belc. In few words, then, and in plain 
honeſty, I muſt tell you, ſo entirely am 
I. captivated with you, that had you but 
been ſuch as it would have become me to 
have call'd my wife, I had been happy i in 
knowing you by that name; as it is, you 
are welcome to partake my fortune, give 
me in return your perſon, give me pleaſu- 
re, give me love; free, diſencumber'd, 
antimatrimonial love. 

Louiſa. 
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3 Toni a. Stand off, and let me never ſee 
r u more. 

f Belc. Hold, hold , thou dear, torment- 
„ing, tantalizing girl! Upon my knees I 
1 WM ſwear you ſhall not ſtir rill you ve conſent- 
ö. ed to my bliſs. 


F me, reſcue me, redreſs me. [Exit, 


ny 0 E NE IV. 
chARL Es Duoies enters. 


Charles. How's this! Riſe, „ "villain, and 
defend yourſelf. 
Belc. Villain! 


= 
A 


is a villain Draw! 
Belc. Never fear me, young gentleman; 
e brand me for a coward, if 1 baulk you. 


Charles. Vet hold! Let me not be too | 


n, | Haſty: your name I think, is Belcour. 
22 Well, Sir. ke My: 


n Charles. How is it, Mr. Belcour, you 


m have done this mean, unmanly wrong 
it beneath the maſk of generoſity to give this 


to fatal ſtab to our domeſtic peace? You 


in might have had my thanks, my bleſſing; 

u take my deſiance now. Tis Dudley ſpeaks 

re to you, the brother, the protector of that 

u- injur'd lady. 

d, wh The brother? Give yourſelf a truer 
tit = 


ſa. | | Charles. 


Louiſa. Unhand me, Sir: O Charles! 


Charles. The man who wrongs that lady | 
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Charles. What is't you mean? 

Belc. Come, come, I know both her 
and you: I. found vou; Sir, but how or 
why I know not, in the good graces of 
Miſs Ruſport - yes , colour at the name! 
I gave you no diſturbance there, never 
broke in upon you in that rich and plen- 
teous quarter; . IF when I cou'd have 
blaſted all your projects with a word, ſpar'd 
you in fooliſh pity ſpar d you, nor rouz d 

er from the fond credulity in which your 
artifice had lull'd he. 
- Charles. No, Sir, nor 3 to her of 
the ſplendid oreſent you had made my poor 
Louiſa; the diamonds, Mr. Belcour ; How 
Was that? What can FOR plead to that ar. 
raignment ? 

Belc. You queſtion me too. late; 3 che na- 
me of Belcour and of villain never met be- 
fore: had you enquir'd of me before your 
utter'd that raſh, word, you might have 
fav'd yourſelf or me a mortal error: now; 
Sir, I neither give nor take an e 
ſo, come on! LA fight, 


SCENE V. 


10 9154 and afterwards 0 FLAHERTY. 


Louiſa, Hold, hold, for Heaven's ſake 
hold! Charles! Mr. Belcour! Help! Sir, 
Sir, make haſte, they'll murder one ano- 


ther. 
| O Fla. 
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 O'Fla. Hell and confuſion! What's all 
this uproar for? Can't you leave off cutting 
one another's throats, and mind what the 
poor girl ſays to you? You've done a nota- 
ble thing, hav'n't you both, to put her in- 
to ſuch a flurry? I think, o' my conſcien- 
ce, ſhe's the moſt frighted of the three. 
Charles. Dear Louiſa, recolle& yourſelf; 
why did you interfere? Tis in your cauſe. 
Belc. Now cou'd I kill him for careſſing her. 

O Fla. O Sir, your moſt obedient! You 
are the gentleman I had the honour of 


meeting here before; you was then run- 


ning off at full ſpeed like a Calmuck, now 
you are tilting and driving like a Bedlamite 
with this lad here, that ſeems as mad as 
yourſelf: *Tis pity but your country had a 
little more employment for you both. 
Belc. Mr. Dudley, when you've reco- 
ver'd the lady, you know where I am to 
be found. „ [Exit. 
O Fla. Well then, can't you ſtay where 
you are, and that will fave the trouble of 
looking after you? Yon volatile fellow 
thinks ro give a man the meeting by getting 
out of his way: by my ſoul 'tis a round- 
about method that of his. Bur I think he 
call'd you Dudley: Hark'e, young man, 
are you ſon of my friend the old Captain? 
Charles. IJ am. Help me to convey this 
lady to her chamber, and I ſhall be more 
at leiſure to anſwer your queſtions. _ 
N | Fla. 
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Fla. Ay will I: come along, pretty one; 


if you've had wrong done you, young 

man, you need look no further for a ſe. 

cond; Dennis O'Flaherty's your man for 

that: but neyer draw your {word before a 

woman, Dudley; damn it, never while 

you live Gray Jour ſword before a woman, 
| [Exeunt. 


8 Lady RUSs DO RN rT's houſe. 
Lady RuUsSPORT and SERVAN x. 


Serv. An elderly gentleman, who ſays 
his name is Varland, deſires leave to wait 
on your Ladyſhip. 

L. Ruſp. Shew him in; the very man! 
wiſh to ſee; Varland, he was Sir Oliver's 
ſollicitor, and privy to all his affairs; he 
brings ſome good tidings; ſome freſh mort- 
gage, or another bond come to light; they 
ſtart up every day. [VARLAND enters. 
Mr. Varland, I'm glad to ſee. you; you're 
heartily welcome, honeſt Mr. Varland; you 
and I havn't met ſince our late irreparable 
loſs: how have you paſſed your time this 
a e? : 
1 Truly, my Lady, ill enough; I 
thought I muſt have followed good Sir 
Oliver. Ab 

L. Ruſp. Alack-a-day, poor man! Well, 
Maſter Varland, you find me here over. 

whelmed 


— 
- et Ma 


— 
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whelmed with trouble and fatigue; torn to 
pieces with a multiplicity of affairs; a great 
fortune poured | upon me unſought for and 
unexpected: twas my good father's will 
and pleaſure it ſhould be ſo, and I muſt 

ſubmir. | 

Var. Your Ladyſhip inherits under a will 
made in the year forty-five, immediately 
after Captain Dudley” $ marriage with your 
ſiſter. | 
L. Ruſp. IJ do ſo, Mr. Varland; I do fo. 
Par. I welt remember it; I engroſſed 
every ſyllable; but I am ſurprized to find 
your Ladyſhip ſet ſo little ſtore by this vaſt 
acceſſion. 

L. Ruſp. Why you "Ss Mr. Varland, 
I am a moderate woman; I had enough 
before; a ſmall matter ſatisfies me; and Sir 
Stephen Ruſport, Heaven be his portion! 
took care I ſhou'dn't want that. 

Var. Very true; very true, he did ſo! 
and I am overjoyed at finding your Ladyſhip 
in this dispoſition; for, truth to ſay, I 
was not without apprehenſion the news! 
have to communicate would have been of 
ſome prejudice to your W s tranqui- 
lity. 

L. Ruſþp. News, Sir! What news have \ 
you for me? 45 

Var. Nay, nothing to alarm you; a tri- 
fle, in your preſent way of 1 I ha- 
ve a will of Sir Oliver's you have neverſeen. 


L. Ruſp. 


\ 
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I. Ruſp. A will! Impoſſible! How came 
VV | 
Var. I drew it up, at his command, in 
his laſt illneſs: it will fave you a world of 
trouble: it gives his whole eſtate from you 
to his grandſon, Charles Dudley. 
I. Ruſp. To Dudley? His eſtate to Char- 
les Dudley? I can't ſupport it! Iſhall faint! 
You've killed me, you vile man! I never 
mall -fyrvive a% oo or . 
Var. Look'e there now: I proteſt, I 
thought you would have rejoiced at being 
clear of rhe incumbrance. _ | 

L. Rufp. Tis falſe; *tis all a forgery, 


. concerted between you and Dudley; why 


Elſe did I never hear of it before? 

Var. Have patience, my Lady, and Tl! 
tell you: By Sir Oliver's direction, I was 
to deliver this will into no hands but his 
grandſon Dudley's: the young gentleman 
happen'd to be then in Scotland; I was 
diſpatch'd thither in ſearch of him: the hur- 
ry and fatigue of my journey brought on a 
fever by the way, which confined me in 
extreme danger for ſeveral days; upon my 
recovery, I purſued my journey, found 
young Dudley had left Scotland in the in- 
terim, and am now directed hither ; where, 


as ſoon I can find him, doubtleſs, I ſhall 


diſcharge my conſcience, and fulfil my 
_ commiſſion. n | 
WER L. Ruſp. 


* 
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L. Reſp Dudley then as yet, knows 
nothing of this will? 

Var. Nothing: ; that ſecret reſts with me. 
L. Ruſp. [aſide.] A thought occurs: by this 
fellow's 21 of his conſcience, I ſhould 
gueſs it was upon ſale, [aloud.] Come, Mr. 
Varland, if tis as you ſay, 1 muſt ſubmit. 
I was ſome what flurried at firſt, and forgot 
myſelf; I aſk your pardon: tür is no place 
to talk of buſineſs; ſtep with me into my 
room; we will there compare the will, and re- 


ſolve accordingly—[afide.] Oh! would your 


fever had " and I had Yu paper. [Exeunt. 


SCENE NIL: 
Miſs Rus OR r, CHARLES, and 
 OFLAHERTY. 


Char. So, ſo! My lady and her lawyer 
have retired to cloſe confabulation: now, 
Major, if you are the generous man I take 
you for, grant me one favour. 

O'Flab. Faith will T, and nor think much 
of my generoſity neither; for, though it 
may not be in my power to do the favour 
you alk, look you, it can never be in my 
heart to refuſe it. 

Charles. [afide.] Cou'd this man's tongue 
do juſtice to his thoughts, how eloquent 


' would he be! 


Char. Plant yourſelf then in that room: 


keep guard, for a few moments, upon the 


VO I. I. G ___ enemy's 
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enemy's motions, in the chamber beyond; 
and, if they ſhould attempt a fally, ſtop 


their march a moment, till your friend he- 


re can make good his retreat down the 
back-ſtairs. 
O Flab. A word to the wiſe! I'm an old 
campaigner; make the beſt uſe of your ti- 
me; and truſt me for tying the old < cat up 
to the picket. 
Cbar. Huſh! huſh! not ſo loud. 
Charles. Tis the office of a centinel, 
Major, you have undertaken, rather than 
that of a field- officer. 
O Flah. Tis the office of a PAY my 
dear boy; and, therefore, no diſgrace to 
a general. : [Exit, 


: SCENE VIIL 
CHARLES and CHARLOTTE. 


Char. Well, Charles, will you commir 
yourſelf to me for a few minutes? 

Charles. Moſt readily; and let me, be- 
fore one goes by, render you the only pay- 
ment I can ever make for your abundant 
generoſity. 

Char. Hold, hold! fo vile a thing as mo- 
ney muſt not comeyþetween us. What 
mall I fay! O Charles! O Dudley! What 
difficulties have you thrown upon me ! Fa- 
miliarly as we have lived, I ſhrink not at 


what Tm doing; and, anxiouſly as I have 
* 
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fought this opportunity, my ſears almoſt 
perſuade me to abandon it. 
Charles. You alarm me! | 

Char. Your looks and actions have been 
ſo diſtant, and at this moment are ſo deter- 
ring, that, was it not for the hope that 
delicacy, and not diſguſt, inſpires this con- 
duct in you, 1 ſhould ſink with ſhame and 
apprehenfion ; but time preſſes; and Imuſt 
ſpeak; and plainly too Was you now 
in poſſeſſion of your grandfather's eſtate, 
as juſtly you ought to be; and, was you 
inclined to ſeek a companion for life, 
ſhould you, or ſhould you not, in that 
caſe, honour your unworthy Charlotte with 
your choice? | 

Charles. My unworthy Charlotte! So jud- 
ge me Heaven, there is not a circumſtance 


on earth ſo valuable as your happineſs, fo 


dear to me as your. perſon; but to bring 
poverty, diſgrace, reproach from friends, 
ridicule from all the world, upon a gene- 
rous benefactreſs; thieviſhly to ſteal into 
an open, unreſerved, ingenuous heart! O 
Charlotte! dear, unhappy girl, it is not to 
be done. = | 
Char. Nay, now you rate too highly the 
poor advantages fortune alone has given me 
over you: how otherwiſe could we bring 
our merits to any ballance? Come, my 
dear Charles, I have enough; make that 
enough {till more, by ſharing it with me: 
OL a7 ſole 
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fole heireſs of my father's fortune , a ſhort 
time will put it in my diſpoſal; in the mean 
while you will be ſent to join your regi- 
ment; let us prevent a ſeparation, by ſet- 
ting out this very night for that happy 
country where marriage ſtill is free: carry 
me this moment to Belcour's lodgings. 

Charles. [aſide.] Belcour's? The name 
is ominous; there's murder in it: bloody 


ninexorable honour! 
Char. D'ye pauſe? Put me into his hands, 


while you provide the means for our eſcape: 
he is the moſt generous, the moſt honour- 
able of men. 
Charles. Honourable! moſt cle! 
Char. Can you doubt it? Do you demur? 
Have you forgot your letter? Why, Bel- 
cour was that prompted me to this propo- 
ſal, that promiſed to ſupply the means, 
that nobly offer'd his unaſk d aſſiſtance- 


O'FLAHERTY enters haſtily. 


O'Flab. Run, run, for holy St. Antony's 
fake, to horſe and away! The conference 
is broke up, and the old lady advances 
upon a full piedmonteſe trot, within piſtol- 

ſhot of your encampment. 8 

Char. Here, here, down the back-ſtairs! 
O, Charles, remember me! | 
Charles. Farewell! Now, now I feel my- 
ſelf a coward. | [Exit. 
Char. What does he mean? : 
| | : O Flab. 


'. 
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O Hab. Aſk no queſtions, but be gone: 
[afide.] The has cooled the lad's courage, and 
wonders he feels. like a coward. There's w 
damn'd deal of miſchief brewing between 
this hyena and her lawyer: egad Ill ſtep 
behind this ſcreen and liſten : a good ſoldier 
muſt ſometimes fight in ambuth as well as 
open field. N lee 


SCENE IX. 
Lady Rus PORT and VARLAND. 

I. Ruſp. Sure heard ſomebody. Hark! 
No; only the ſervants going down the back 
ſtairs. Well, Mr. Varland, I think then we 
are agreed: you'll take my money; and your 
conſcience no longer ſtands in vour way. 
Var. Your father was my benefactor; 


his will ought to be ſacred; but, if I com- 
mit it to the flames, how will he be the 


wiſer? Dudley, 'tis true, has done me no 


harm; but ſive thouſand pounds will do me 
much good; ſo, in ſhord, Madam, I take 
your offer; I will confer with my clerk, 
who witneſſed the will; and to-morrow 
morning put it into your hands, upon con- 
dition you put five thouland good pounds 

into mine. 
L. Ruſp. 'Tis a 3 Fl be ready far 
you: farewell. |  [Exit. 
Var. Let me onſider Five thouſand 
pounds. prompt payment- for deſtroying this 
8 ſcrap 


102 THE WesT INDIAN, 


ſerap of paper, not worth five farthings; 
tis a fortune eaſily earn'd; yes; and tis 
another man's fortune eaſily thrown away: 
tis a good round ſum to be paid down at 
once for a bribe; but *tis a damn'd rogue's 
trick in me to take it. 

O Flab. [ afide.] So, ſo! this fellow ſpeaks 

truth to himſelf, tho he lies to other 

people but huſh! 

Var. *Tis breaking the truft of my bene- 
factor; that's a foul crime; but he's dead, 
and can never reproach me with it: and 

tis robbing young Dudley of his lawful pa- 
trimony; that's a hard caſe; bur he's alive, 
and knows nothing of the matter. 

O Flab. [af:de.] Theſe lawyers are fo uſed 
to bring off the rogueries of others, that they 
are never without an excuſe for their own. 

Var. Were I aſſured now that Dudley 
would give me half the money for produc- : 
ing this will, that Lady Ruſport does for 2 
concealing it, I would deal with him, and 8 
be an honeſt man at half price; I wiſh every 
gentleman of my profeſſion could lay his 
band on his heart and fay the ſame thing. 

4 O'Flah. A bargain, old gentleman! Nay, 
never ſtart, nor ſtare, you wasn't afraid 
of your own CINE) never be afraid 
of me. 

Var. Of you, Sir; who are you, pray? 
OFlah. I'Il tell you who I am: you feem 


to with to be honeſt, but want the heart 
to 
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to ſet * it; now I am the very man in 
the world to make you ſo; for, if you do 


not give me up that paper this very inſtant, 
by the ſoul of me, fellow, I will not leave 
one whole bone in Fm ikin that ſhan't be 
broken. 1 | 

Var. What right have you, pray, to 
take this paper from me? 

O Flab. What right have you, pray, to 
keep it from young Dudley? I don't know 


what it contains, bur I am apt to think it - 


will be ſafer in my hands than in your's; 
therefore give it me without more words, 
and fave yourſelf a beating: 'do nom en 
had beſt. 

Var. Well, Sir, I my as well make a 


grace of neceſſity. There! Thaveacquitted 


my conſcience, at the expence of five 


_ thouſand pounds. 


O Flah. Five: thouſand pounds! Mercy 


upon me! When there are ſuch temptations 
in the law, can we wonder if ſome of the 
corps are a dilgrace to it? 


Var. Well, you have got the paper; if 


vou are an honeſt man, give it to Charles 


Dudley. 


-  O'Flab. An honeſt man! look at tad. 
J am a ſoldier, this is not the livery of a 


knave; I am an Iriſhman, honey; mine is 


not the country of diſhonour. Now, ſirrah, 


be gone; if you enter theſe doors, or give 


_ Ruſport the leaſt item of what has 


G 4 paſſed 


— 
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paſſed, I will cut off both your ears, and 
rob the pillory of its due. 

Var. [afide.) T wiſh I was once fairly 
out of his W_ WES  [Exeune. 


8 CEN E 1 
A Room in STOCKWELL'S Houſe. 


Srockw. I muſt diſcloſe mylelf to 1 


this noble inſtance of his generoſity, which 


old Dudley has been relating, allies 12 
ls 


him ar once; concealment becomes too 
painful; I ſhall be proud to own him for 
my ſon Bur ſee, he's here. 


Ber.cov R enters, and FR ows arne 0 
a ſopha, 


Bel. O my curſt d. coiftitution! 
Wou'd to Heaven I had been dropt upon 
the ſows of Lapland, and never felt the 
bleſſed influence of the ſun, ſo 1 had never 
burnt with theſe inflammatory paſſions! 

Stockw. 80 lo, y.ou ſeem diſorder'd, Mr. 
Belcour. 

Belc. Diforder'd,. Sir! Why did I ever 
quit the ſoil in which I grew; what evil 
planet drew me from that warm ſunny 
region, where naked nature walks without 
diſguiſe, into this cold e artificial 
country? | | | 
Stockw. 


* 
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Stocw. Come, Sir, you've met a raſcal; 
what o'that? general wen deten are illi 
beral. | 
Bele. No, gur Ive n met vellefiion by the 
way; I've come from folly, noiſe, and 
fury, and mer a filent monitor Well, 
well, a villain! 'twas not to be eee 
-—— pray never mind me, Sir. 

Stochw. Alas! my heart bleeds for him. 

ele. And yet, "Emighr have heard him: 
now, plague upon that blundering Iriſhman 
for coming in as he did; the hurry of the 
deed might palliate the event: deliberate 
execution has leſs to plead —— Mr. Stock- 
well, I am bad company to you. N 

Stockw. Oh, Sir; make no excuſe. I 
have not found me forward to 
pry. into the ſecrets of your pleaſures and 
e ; 'tis not my diſpoſition; but there 


are times, when want of curioſity wou'd 
be want of friendſhip. | 
Belc. Ah, Sir, mine is a caſe wherein you 
and 1 ſhall never think alike; the punct- 
ilious rules, by which I am bound, are 
not to be found in your ledgers, nor will 
pals current in the comptingy houle of a 
trader. n 
Szockw. Tis very well, Sir; if you think 
I can render you any fervice, it may be 
worth your trial to confide in me; if not, 


your n is ſafer in your own. boſom. 


Bele. | 
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Belc. That ſentiment demands my con- 
fidence: pray, ſit down by me. You muſt 
know, I have an affair of honour on my 
hands with young Dudley; and, tho' I put 
up with no man's inſult, yet I wiſh to take 
away no man's life. 

Stockw. I know the young man, and am 

. appris'd of your generolity to his father; 
what can have bred a que between 
you? — 
Belc. A fooliſh paſſion on my ſide, and 
a haughty provocation on his. There is 
a girl, Mr. Stockwell, whom I have un- 
fortunately ſeen, of moſt uncommon beau- 
ty ; ſhe has wichall an air of ſo much natural 
"modeſty, that had I not had good aſſurance 
of her being an attainable wanton, Ideclare 
I ſhou'd as ſoon have thought of is Dae 
the r of Diana. 


Anh NT enters, 


| Srockw. Hey - day, do you interrupt us? 
Servant. Sir, there's an Iriſh gentleman 
will take no denial; he ſays he muſt ſee 
Mr. Belcour directly, upon buſineſs of the 
laſt conſequence. 

Belc. Admit him; *tis the Iriſh officer 
that parted us, and brings me young Dud- 

Tley's challenge; I ſhould have made a long 
ſtory of it, and he Il tell you in * 


words. 
O FL A- 
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O'FLAHERTY enters. 


O Flab. Save you, my dear; and you, 


Sir! J have a little bit of a word in private 
for you. 

Belc. Pray deliver your commands; this 
gentleman is my intimate friend. 

O lab. Why then, Enſign Dudley will 
be glad to meaſure ſwords with you, yon- | 


der, at the London Tavern, in Biſhopſgate- 


Street, at nine clock you know the 


place. 
Belc. I do; Sh ſhall obſerve the ap- 


pointment. 


O FHlab. Will you be of the party, Sir? 


We ſhall want a fourth hand. 


Stockw. Savage as the cuſtom is, I cloſe 


with your propoſal; and tho' I am not fully 
inform'd of the occaſion of your quarrel, 
I ſhall rely on Mr. Belcour's honour for the 
Juſtice of it; and willingly ſtake my life in 
his defence. 


O'Flah. Sir, you're a gentleman of ho- 


nour, and I ſhall be glad of being better 
known to you 
I had like to have forgot part of my errand : 
there is the money you gave old Dudley; 


But harlce, Belcour, 


you may tell it over faith; tis a receipt in 


full; now the lad can put you to death 


with a ſafe conſcience, and when he has 


done that job for you, let it be a warning how 
| Your attempt the ſiſter of a man of honour. 


Belc. 
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Bele. The ſiſter? 

O Hlah. Ay, the ſiſter; tis Eogliſh, is it 
not? Or Iriſh; 'tis all one; you underſtand 
me, his ſiſter, or Coutts Dudley, that's 
her name I think, call her which you will: 
by St. Patrick, 'tis a fooliſh piece of a 
buſineſs, Belcour, to go about to take 
away a poor girl's virtue from her, when 
there are ſo many to be met in this town, 
who have diſpos'd of their's to your hands. 

[Erit. 
Stochkw. Why I am thunderſtruck! what 
is it yon have done, and what is the ſhock- 
ing buſineſs in which I have engaged? If I 
underſtood him right, 'ris the ſiſter of young, 
Dudley you're been attempting: you talk' d 
to me of a profeſt wanton; the girl he 
ſpeaks of has beauty enough indeed td 
inflame your deſires, but ſhe has honour, 
innocence and ſimplicity to awe the moſt 
| licentious paſſion; if you have done that, 
Mr. Belcour, I renounce you, I abandon 
you, I forſwear all fellowſhip or IP 
With you for ever. 

Belc. Have patience for a moment; we 

do indeed ſpeak of rhe ſame perſon, bur 


the is not innocent, ſhe is not young Dud- | 


ley's ſiſter. 
Stocw. Aſtoniſhing! who told you this? 
Belc. The woman where ſhe lodges; the 
perſon who put me on the purſuit and con- 
triv'd our meetings. 2 
Stockw. 
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 Stockw, What woman? What perſon? 

Belc. Fulmer her name is: I warrant you 
I did not proceed without good grounds. 

Srockw. Fulmer, Fulmer? 7 Who waits? 
[ 4 Servant enters.] ſend Mr. Stukely hither 
directly; I begin to ſee my way into this 
dark tranſaction: Mr. Belcour, Mr. Belcour, 
your are no match for the cunning and con- 
trivances of this intriguing town. [STUKELY 
enters] pr'ythee, Stukely, what is the name of 
the woman and her huſband, who were ſtopt 
ſpicion of ſelling ſtolen diamonds at 
our next-door neighbour's, the jeweller? 


: So! 


Stufe They are 7 in my hand; ; I was 
deſir'd to 3 them ro Mr. Stockwell. | 


As I live, , the very ee Miſs Ruſport 
ſent hither, and which I intruſted to you 
to return. 


Belc. Ves, 5 [ betrayd that truſt, and 


gave em Mrs. Fulmer to preſent to Miſs 
Dudley. 

Stockw. With a view no doubt to bribe 
her to compliance 

Belc. I owe it. 

Stockw. For ſhame, for ſhame; and 'twas 


this woman's intelligence you relied Fpon 


Belc. 


for Miss Dudley's character? 


Pr my 
7 2 
7 * * * wy 
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Belc. I thought ſhe knew her; by Hea- 
ven, I wou'd have died ſooner than have 


inſulted a woman of virtue, or a man of | 


honour. 

Stockw. I think you ob- d, but mark 
the danger of licentious courſes; you are 
: betray'd , robb'd, abus'd, and, but for this 
providential diſcovery , in a fair way of 
being ſent out of the world with all your 
follies on your head Dear Stukely, go 
to my neighbour, tell him I have an owner 
for rhe jewels, and beg him to carry 'the 
people under cuſtody to the London Tavern, 
and wait forme there. [Exit STUKELY. 
I fear the Jaw does not provide a puniſh- 
ment to reach the villiany of theſe people; 
but how in the name of wonder cou'd. you 
take any thing on the word of ſuch an in- 
former? 

Belc. Becauſe I had not liv'd long enough 
in your country to know how few infor- 
mers words are to be taken: perſwaded 
however as I was of Miſs Dudley's guilt, 
I muſt own to you I was ſtagger'd with the 
appearance of fuch innocence, eſpecially 
when I faw her admitted 1 into Miſs N 8 
company. | 

Stockw. Good Heaven“ did you meet 
her at Miſs Ruſport's, and cou'd you doubt 
| her being a woman of reputation? 

Belc. By you perhaps ſuch a miſtake bew 
not have been made; but in a perfect ſtran- 

ger, 
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ger, I hope it is venial: I did not þ hips 
what artifices young Dudley might have 


us'd to conceal her character; I did nor 
know what diſgrace attended the detection 
ol it. 


Stockw. I ſee it was a trap laid for you, 


which you have narrowly eſcap'd; you 


addreſs'd a woman of honour with all the 


looſe incenſe of a profane admirer, and 


you have drawn upon you the reſentment 
of a man of honour who thinks himſelf 
bound to protect her: Well, Sir, you muſt 
atone for this miſtake. 

Belc. To the lady the moſt penitent ſub⸗ 
miſſion I can make is juſtly due, but in 
the execution of an ac of juſtice it never 
ſhall be ſaid my ſoul was ſwayed by the 
leaſt particle of fear: I have reccived a 
challenge from her brother; now, tho? I 
wou'd give my fortune, almoſt my life 


itſelf, to purchaſe her happineſs, yet I can- 


not abate her one ſcruple of my honour; 
I have been branded with the name of vil- 
lain. 

Stockw. Ay, Sir, you miſtook her cha- 
rater and he miſtook yours; error begets 
Error. 

Belc. pe Mr. Stockwell, is a harſh 
word. 

Stockw. Ir is a harſh word, and ſhould 
be unſaid. 

Belc. Come, come, it ſhall be unſaid. 

Stockw. 


So So — 27 err. <0 *. 
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Srockw. Or elſe what follows? wlry the 
Hood: is drawn, and to heal the wrongs 
you have done to the reputation of the ſiſter, 
you make an honourable amends by murder: 
ing the brother. 

Belo. Murdering! „ e 

Stochw. Tis thus religion vn writes and ſpeaks 
the word; in the vocabulary of modern 
honour 0 is no ſuch term But come, 
J don't deſpair of ſatisfying the one without 
alarming the other; that done, I have a 
diſcovery to unfold that you wall Shen I dope 
be fitted to receive. 


2 
a < 


END OF THE FouUuRTH ACT. - 
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ACT v. SCENE L 
The London 8 


oPLAuRä rv, STOCKWELL, CRArLEs, 
and BELCOUR. 


o Hab. GENTLEMEN, well met! you 
- underſtand each other's minds, and as I ſee 


you have brought nothing but your ſwords, 
you may ſet to without any further cere- 
mony. 

Stockw. You: will not find us backward 
in any worthy cauſe; but before we proceed 
any further, I would aſk this young gentle- 
man, whether he has any explanation to 
require of Mr. Belcour. 

Charles. Of Mr. Belcour none; his actions 
ſpeak for themſelves: but to you, Sir, I 
would fain propoſe one queſtion. 

Stocw. Name it. 

Charles. How is it, Mr. 3 that 
I meet a man of your character on this 
ground ? 


Stockw. I will anſwer you directly, and 


my anſwer ſhall not diſpleaſe you. I come 


hither in defence of the reputation of Miſs 
Dudley, to redreſs the n of an in- 
nocent young lady. 


VOI. I. H O Hab. 
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O'Flah. By my ſoul the man knows he's 
to fight, only Yo lakes which ſide he's 
to be of. 

Stockw. Lou are abour to Jeb your 
ſword to refure a charge againſt your ſiſter's 


honour; you would do well, if there were 


no better means within reach; but the 
proofs of her innocence are lodg'd in our 
boſoms, and if we fall, you deſtroy the 
evidence that moſt effectually e can clear her 
fame. 

Charles. Hows that, Sir? 

Stockw. This gentleman ou beſt ex- 
Win it to you, but you have given him 
an undeſery'd name that ſeals his lips againſt 
you: I am not under the fame inhibition, 
and if your anger can keep cool for a few 
minutes, I defire I may call in two wit- 
neſſes, who will folveall difficulties at once. 
Here, waiter! bring thoſe people in that 
are without. 

OFlab. Out upon it, what need is there 
for ſo much talking about the matter; can't 
yau ſettle your differences firſt , and diſpute 
about 'em afrerwards ; ? 


| FULMER and Mrs. FULMER brought in. 


_ Charles. Fulmer and his wife in cuſtody ? 
Stockw. Yes, Sir, theſe are your honeſt 
landlord and landlady, now in cuſtody for 
defrauding this gentleman of certain dia- 
: monds 
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monds intended to have been preſented to 
your ſiſter. Be ſo good, Mrs. Fulmer, to 


inform the company why you ſo groſsly 
ſcandalized the reputation of an innocent 
lady, by perſuading Mr. Belcour that Miſs 
Dudley was not the ſiſter, but the miſtreſs, 
of this gentleman. | 

Mrs. Fulm. Sir, I don't know what right 


you have to queſtion me, and I ſhall not 


anſwer till I ſee occaſion, 

Stoc ew. Had you been as filent hereto- 
fore, Madam, it would have faved you 
{ome trouble; but we don't want your con- 
feſſion. This letter, which you wrote to 


Mr. Belcour,' will explain your defign; and 


theſe diamonds, which of right belong to 


Miſs Ruſport, will confirm your guilt: the _ 


law, Mrs. Fulmer, will make you ſpeak, 


tho? I can't. Conſtable, take charge of 


your priſoners. 1 4% 599 1 

Film. Hold a moment: Mr. Stockwell, 
you are a gentleman that knows the world, 
and a member of parliament; we ſhall not 
attempt to impoſe upon you; we know 
we are open to the law, and we know the 
utmoſt it can do againſt us. Mr. Belcour 


has been ill uſed to be ſure, and ſo has 


Miſs Dudley; and, for my own part, I 


always condemn'd the plot as a very fooliſh 


plot, but it was a child of Mrs. Fulmer's 
brain, and ſhe would not be put out of 
, EE ER rin 
Es ; H 2 Mrs. Fulm. 
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Mrs. Fulm. You are a very fooliſh man, 
Mr. Fulmer, ſo prythee hold your tongue. 

Fulm. Therefore, as I was ſaying, if 
you ſend her to Bridewell, it won't be 
amiſs; and if you give her a little whole- 
ſome diſcipline, ſhe may be the better for 
that too: but for me, Mr. Stockwell, who 
am a man of letters, I muſt beſeech you, 
Sir, not to bring any diſgrace upon wy 
profeſſion, 

Stockw. Tis you ; Mr. Fulmer, nor I, 

that diſgrace your profeſſion, therefore 

begone, nor expect that I will betray the 

intereſts of mankind ſo far as to ſhew fa- 

vour to ſuch incendiaries. Take em away; 

I bluſh to think ſuch wretches ſhould have 
the power to ſet two honeſt men at variance. 

| [Exennt FULMER, Ce. 

Charles. Mr. Beier we have miſtaken 
each other; let us exchange forgiveneſs. 
I am convinced you intended no affront to 
my ſiſter, and aſk your pardon for the ex- 
preſſion I was betrayed into. 
 Belc. Tis enough, Sir; the error began 
on my fide, and was Miſs Dudley here, [ 
would be the firſt to atone. 

Stoclew. Let us all adjourn to my houſe, 
and conclude the evening like friends: you 
will find a little entertainment ready for 
you; and, if I am not miſtaken, Miſs 
Dudley and her father will make parr of our 
Company. Come ar do you conſent? 

o 


7 
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O Hal. Moſt readily, Mr. Stockwell; 
a quarrel well made up, is better than a 
victory hardly earned. Give me your hand, 
Belcour; o' my conſcience you are too 
honeſt for the country you live in. And 
now, my dear lad, ſince peace is conclud- 
ed on all ſides, 1 have a diſcovery to make 
to you, which you muſt find out for your- 


ſelf, for deuce take me if I rightly com- 


prehend it, only that your aunt Ruſport 
is in a conſpiracy againſt you, and a vile 
rogue of a lawyer, whoſe name I forget, 


at the bottom of it. 


Charles. What conſpiracy? Dear Major, 
recolle& yourſelf. 54 


__ O'Flab. By my ſoul, I've no faculty at 
recollecting myſelf; but I've a paper ſome- 
where about me, that will tell you more 
of the matter than I can. When I get to 
the merchant's, Iwill endeavour to find it. 


- Charles. Well , it muſt be in your own 
way; but I confeſs you have thoroughly 


rous'd my curioſity. __ [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
| SToOCKWELL's Houſe. 
Capt. DupLE x * and STUKELY. 


Dudley. And ate thoſe wretches, Fulmer 
and his wife, in ſafe cuſtody? e 
"=, | H 3 Stu. 
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Stub. They are in good hands, -Iaccompa- 


nied them to the Tavern, where your ſon 


was to be, and then went in ſearch of you. 
You may be ſure Mr. Stockwell will enforce 
the law againſt them as far as it will go. 

Dudley. What miſchief might their curſed 
machinations have produced, but for this 
timely diſcovery! 

Louiſa. Still I am terrified; I tremble 
with apprehenſion leſt Mr. Belcour's im- 
petuoſity and Charles's ſpirit ſhou'd not 
wait for an explanation, but drive them 
both to extremes, before the miſtake can 
be unravell'd. 

Stuk. Mr. ela is a. them, Ma- 
dam, and you have nothing to fear; you 
cannot ſuppoſe he wou'd aſk you hither for 
any other purpoſe, but to celebrate their 
reconciliation and to receive Mr. Belcour's 
attonement. | 

Dudley. No, no, Louiſa, Mr. Stock- 
well's honour and diſcretion guard us againſt 
all danger or offence; he well knows we 
will endure no imputation on the honour 
of our family, and he certainly has invited 
us to receive ſatisfaction on that ſcore in an 
amicable way. 

Louiſa. Wou'd to Heaven they were re- 
turn'd ! f 

Stul. You may expedt them every minute; 
and ſee Madam, agreeable 1 to your wiſh, 


they are here. [ Exit. 
SCENE 


IJ 
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"SCENE III. 


CHARLES enters, and afterwards Srock- 
WELL and O'FLAHERTY. | 


Louiſa. O Charles, O brother, how 
cou'd you ſerve me ſo, how cou'd you tell 
me you was going to Lady Ruſport's and 
then ſeq\-out with a deſign of fighting Mr. 
Belcour? But where is he; where is your 
zun 05 ES, . 

Stochw. Captain, I am proud to ſee you, 
and you Miſs Dudley, do me particular 
honour: We have been adjuſting, Sir, a 
very extraordinary and dangerous miſtake, 
which I take for granted my friend Stukely 
has explain d to you. . 5 

Dudley. He has; I have too good an 
opinion of Mr. Belcour to believe he cou'd 
be guilty of a deſign'd affront to an innocent 
girl, and | am much roo well acquainted 
with your character to ſuppoſe you cou'd 
abet him in ſuch deſign; I have no doubt 
therefore all things will be ſer to rights in 
very few words when we have the pleaſure 
of ſeeing Mr. Belcour. | ais br Sy 

Stockm. He has only ſtept into the compt- 
ing - houſe and will wait upon you direcly: 
You will not be over ſtrict, Madam, in 
weighing Mr. Belcour's conduct to the mi- 
nuteſt ſcruple; his manners, paſſions and 
e | H 4 opinions 
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opinions are not as yet aſſimilated to this 
climate; he comes amongſt you a new 
character, an inhabitant of a new world and 
both hoſpitality as well as pity recommend 
him to our indulgence. 


SCENE lv. 
BELCOUR enters, bows to Miſs DuDLEv. 


Belc. T am happy and aſham'd to ſee you; 
no man in his ſenſes wow'd offend you; I 
forfeited mine and errd aginſt the light 
of the ſun, when I overlook'd your vir- 
tues; but your beauty was predominant and 
hid them from my ſight; I now perceive I 
was the dupe of a moſt improbable report, 
and humbly entreat your pardon. 4 

Loui ſa. Think no more it; 'twas a miſtake. 
. Belc. My life has been compos'd of little 
elſe; *twas founded in myſtery and has 
continued in error: I was once given to 
hope, Mr. Stockwell, that you was to have 
deliver d me from theſe difficulties, but 
either I do not deſerve your confidence, 
or I was deceiv'd in my expectations. 
Stocw. When this lady has confirm'd 
your pardon, I ſhall hold you deſerving of 
my confidence. 24 wet 

_ Louiſa That was granted the moment 
it was afl d. 


| Belc. 
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Belc. To prove my title to his confidence 
honour me ſo far with your's as to allow 
me a few minutes converſation in private 
with you. ls be turns to her father. 


Dudley. By all means, Louiſa; come, 


Mr. Stockwell, let us go into another 
rooms E956 1 5 


© Charles. And now, Major O'Flaherty, I 


claim your promiſe of a fight of the paper, 
that is to unravel this conſpiracy of my 


aunt Ruſport's: I think I have waited with 


great patience. 


o ” 


0 Flab. I have been endeavouring to call 


to mind what it was I overheard; I've got 


the paper and will give you the beſt account 
I can of the whole tranſaction. {[Exeant. 


SCENE V. 


BELCOUR ond LovisA. 


427 


_ Bel, Miſs Dudley, I have ſolicited this 


audience to repeat to you my penitence 


and confuſion: How ſhall I atone? What. 


reparation can I make to you and virtue? 
Loniſa. To me there's nothing due, nor 
any thing demanded of you bur your more 
favourable opinion for the future, if you 
ſhould chance to think of me: Upon the 
part of virtue I'm not empower'd to ſpeak, 
but if hereafter, as you range thro' life, 
you ſhou'd ſurprize her in the perſon of 
8 | ſome 
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ſome che female, poor as myſelf and 
not ſo well protected, enforce not your 
advantage, compleat not your licentious 
triumph, but raiſe her, reſcue her from 
ſhame and ſorrow, and reconcile her to 
herſelf again. 


Belc. I will, I will; 8 bearing .your 


idea ever preſent in my thoughts, virtue 
Mall keep an advocate within me; but tell 
me, lovelieſt, when you pardon the offen- 


ce, can you, all perfect as you are, approve 


of the offender? As I now ceaſe to view 
you in that falſe light I lately did, can you, 
and in the fulneſs of your bounty will you, 
ceaſe alſo. to reflect upon the libertine ad- 
dreſſes 1 have paid you, and look upon 
me as your reform'd, your rational ad- 
mirer ? 

Louiſa. Are ſudden Iron tons apt to 
laſt; and how can I be ſure the firſt fair 
face you meet will not enſnare affections 
ſo unſteady, and that I ſhall not lofe you 
lightly as I gain'd you? 

Belc. Becauſe tho' you tonquer'd: me by 
ſurprize, I have no inclination to rebel; 


becauſe ſince the firſt moment that I "ie 


you, every inſtant has improv'd you in my 
eyes, becauſe by principle as well as paſſion 
I am unalterably yours, in ſhort there are 
ren thouſand cauſes for my love to you, 


would to Heaven I could plant one in your 


ſoft boſom that might move you to return it! 
Louiſa. 
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. Louiſa. Ney; Mr. Belcour. | 

Belc. I know I am not worthy your re- 
gard; I know I'm tainted with a thonſand 
{aults, ſick ofa thouſand follies , but there's 
a healing virtue in your eyes that makes 
recovery certain; I cannot be a villain in 
Your arms. 

Loui ſa. That you can never be; whome- 
ver you ſhall honour with your choice my 
liſe upon't that woman will be happy; it is 


not from ſuſpicion that I heſitate, it is 


from honour; *tis the ſeverity of my con- 
dition, it is the world that never will i in 
terpret fairly in our caſ. 

Belc. Oh, what am I, and who in this 
wide world concerns himſelf for ſuch a 
nameleis, ſuch a friendleſs thing as I am? 
I ſee, Miſs Dudtex, 150 not |, yot obtain'd 
your pardon, | 

Louiſa. Nay, that you are in full poſſel⸗ | 
ſion of. 

Bele. Oh, ſeal it with your hand then, 
lovelieſt of women, confirm ir with your 
heart; make me honourably happy7 and 
crown your Penitent not With your pardon 
1 but your love. 

Loui ſa. My love! 

Belc. By Heav'n my foul is ce 
with your. virtues more than my eyes are 
raviſh'd with your beauty: Oh, may this 
ſoft, this ſenſitive alarm be happy, be au- 
W Doubt not, deliberate not, delay 

not: 
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not: If happineſs be the end of life, why 
do we ſlip a moment ? e | 


SCENE VL. 


O'FLAHERTY enters, and afterwards Dup- 


LEY and CHARLES with STOCKWELL. 


© O*'Flah. Joy, joy, joy! ſing, dance, 
leap, laugh for joy! Ha' done making love 
and fall down on your knees to every ſaint 
in the calendar, for they're all on your 
fide and honeſt St. Patrick at the head of 
them. 913 

Charles. O Louiſa, ſuch an event! by 
the luckieſt chance in life we have diſcover'd 
a will of my grandfather's made in his laſt 


illneſs, by which he cuts off my Aunt Ruſ. 


port with a ſmall annuity, and leaves me 


heir to his whole eſtate, with a fortune of 


fifteen thouſand pounds to yourſelf. 
Louiſa. What is it you tell me? 

[fo her father.] O Sir, inſtruct me to ſup- 

port this unexpected turn of fortune. 

Dudley. Name not fortune; tis the work 

of providence, 'tis the juſtice of Heaven 

that wou'd not ſuffer innocence to be op- 

2 nor your baſe aunt to proſper in 

er cruelty and cunning. 
| A ſervant whiſpers Belcour, and he goes out. 
O Hlab. You ſhall pardon me, Capt. Dud- 


ley, but you muſt not overlook St. Patrick 
Tos neither, 


H: 
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neither, for by my ſoul if he had not put 
it into my head to ſlip behind the ſcreen 
when your righteous aunt and the lawyer 


were plotting together, I don't ſec how 


you wou'd ever have come at the paper 
there, that Maſter Stockwell is reading. 
Dadley. True my good friend, you are 
the father of this diſcovery, but how did 


you contrive to get this will from the 


lawyer ? 

O'Flah. By force, my dear, the only 
way of getting any thing from a lawyer's 
clutches. | 
- Stockw. Well, Major, hind he brings 
his action of aſſault and battery againſt you, 
the leaſt Dudley can do is to defend you 


with the weapons you have put into his 


hands. 

Charles. That I am bound to do, and 
after the happinels I ſhall have in ſheltering 
a father's age from the viciſſitudes of life, 
my next delight will be in offering you an 


aſylum in the boſom of your country. 


. O'Flah. And upon my ſoul, my dear, 
'tis high time I was there, for tis now 
thirty long years ſince I ſat foot in my 
native country, and by the power of St. 
Patrick I ſwear I think it's worth all the 
reſt of the world put together. 

Dudley. Ay, Major, much about that 
time have I been beating the round of ſer- 
Views. and 'Twere well for us both to give 

over; 
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over; we have ſtood many a tough gale 
and abundance of hard blows, bur Charles 
ſhall lay us up in a little private, but ſafe, 
harbour, where we'll reſt from our labours, 


and peacefully wind up the remainder of | 


our days. 

O'F!2b. Agreed, and you may take it as 
a proof of my eſteem, young man, that 
Major O' Flaherty accepts a favour at your 
hands, for by Heaven I'd ſooner ſtarve, 
than ſay I thank you to the man I deſpiſe: 


Bur I believe you are an honeſt lad, and 


Im glad you've trounc'd the old cat, for 
on my conſcience I believe I muſt others 
wile have married her myſelf to have let 
| you in for a ſhare of her fortune. 

| Stockw. Hey day, what's become of Bel- 
cour. 

Louiſa. One of your ſervants call'd Bm 
out juſt now and ſeemingly on ſome earneſt 

occaſion. * 
Stoch ew. I hope, Miſs Dudley, he 
- aton'd to you as a gentleman ought, *"#*- 
© Loviſa. Mr. Belcour, Sir, will always 
do what a gentleman ought, and in my. 
caſe I fear only you will think he has done 

too much. 


2 


© Stockw. What has he done; and what en. 
[ afide. ] Pray Heaven, i it N 


be too much? 
may be as I wiſh! 


Dudley. Let us apt, it, child. 
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Loaifa. With confuſion for my own un- 
worthineſs, J confeſs to you he has offer'd 


me 
Stoclw. Himſelf? 

Loui ſu. "Tis true. 

Stochm. [aſide.] Then I am happy; all my 
doubrs, my cares are over, and I may own him 
for my ſon.— [ aloud.] Why theſe are joyful 
tidings: come, my good friend, aſſiſt me in diſ- 
poſing your lovely daughter to accept this 
returning prodigal; he is no unprincipled, 
no harden'd libertine ; 3 his love for you and 
virtue is the ſame, 

Dudley. Twere vile ingratitude in me 
to doubt his merit What ſays my child? 
 O'Flab. Begging your pardon now, tis 
a frivolous ſort of a queſtion, that of yours; 
for you may ſee plainly enough by the 
young lady's looks, that ſhe fays a great 
deal, though ſhe ſpeaks never a word. 

Charles. Well, ſiſter, I believe the Ma- 


or has fairly incerprered the ſtate of your 


heart. 

Louiſa. I own it; and what muſt that 
heart be, which love, honour and beneh- 
cence like Mr. Belcour's can make no im- 
preſſion on? 

. Stockw. I hank you: What happineſs has 
this hour brought to paſs! 
O'Flah. Why don't we all ſit down to 
ſupper then and make a night on't. | 


Scoctw. Hold, here comes Belcour. 
TA «* SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 
BELCOUn introducing Miſs Rus PORT, 


Belc. Mr. Dudley, here is a fair refugee, 
who properly comes under your protection; 
ſhe is equipt for Scotland, but your good 
fortune, which I have relaced toher, ſeems 
inclin'd to fave you both the journey 
Nay, Madam, never go back; you are 
amongſt friends. | 1 

Charles. Charlotte! 

Char. The fame; that found officious 
girl, rhar haunts you every where; that 
perſecuring ſpirit | 

Charles. Say rather, that protecting angel; 
ſuch you have been to me. 2 

Char. O Charles you have an honeſt, h 
bur proud heart. 

Charles. N chide me not, dear Char- re 

lotte. f 

 Belc. Seal up her lips then; ſhe is an I ye 
adorable girl; her arms are open to you; 

and love and happineſs are ready to receive 5 


” „ r ß Co 


ou. | 
Charles. Thus then I claim my dear, my os 
deſtin d wife. [ embracing ber. ¶ We 
I WT. 4 - | pe 
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SCENE VIII. 
Lach RusPoRT enters. 


Lady Rufp. Heyday! mighty fine! wife 
truly! mighty well! kiſſing, embracing— 
did ever any thing equal this? Why you 
ſhameleſs huſley ! ut I won't condeſcend 
to waſte a word upon you.—You, Sir, you, 
Mr. Stockwell, you fine, ſanctiſied, fair- 
dealing man of conſcience, is this the prin- 
ciple you trade upon? Is this your neigh- 


| bourly ſyſtem, to keep a houſe of recep- 


tion for run-away daughters, 1 young 
beggarly fortune-hunters? 


O Fla. Be advis'd now, and don't put 


yourſelf in ſuch a paſſion; we were all . 


happy till you came. 
Lady Ruſp. Stand away, Sir; bay nt Ia 


reaſon to be in a paſſion? 


O'Fla. Indeed, honey, and you have, if 
you knew all. _ 


Lady Ruſp. Come, Madam, I have found 
out your haunts; diſpoſe yourſelf ro return 
home with me: young man, let me never 
ſee you within my doors again: Mr. Stock- 
well, I ſhall report your behaviour, de- 
pend on it. 


Stockw. Hold, Madam, I cannot 8 
to loſe Miſs Ruſporr's company this eve- 
Vor. I. I ning, 
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ning, and I am perſuaded you won't inſiſt 
upon it; 'tis an unmotherly action to inter- 
rupt your daughter's happineſs in this man- 
ner, believe me it is. 


Lady) NRuſp. Her happineſs truly; upon 
my Wood! and T 9.4 voy it's an unmotherly 
action to interrupt 1er ruin; for what but 
ruin muſt it be to marry a beggar? | To 
Captain Dudley] I think my ſiſter had a proof 
of that, Sir, when ſhe made choice of you. 


Dudley. Don't be too laviſh of your i 
rits, Lady Ruſport. 

O Fla. By my ſoul you'll have occaſion 
for a ſip of the cordial Elixir by and bye. 


Stochw. It don't appear to me, Madam, 
that Mr. Dudley can be call'd a beggar. 
Lady Ruſp. But it appears to me, Mr. 
Stockwell; I am apt to think a pair of co- 
louts cannot furniſh ſettlement quite ſuti- 
cient for the heireſs of Sir Stephen Rul- 
port. | 
Charles. But a good eſtate in aid of a 
commiſſion may do ſomerhing. 


Lady Ruſp. A good eſtate, truly! where 
ſhou'd he get a good eſtate pray? 


Stockw, Why ſuppoſe now a worthy old 
rs on his death-bed ſhould have 
taken it in mind to leave him one 


Lady Ruſp. Hah! what's that you ſay? 
0 Hf. 
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O'Fla.. O ho! you begin to ſmell a plot, 
do you? | 
 Stockw, Suppoſe there ſhould be a paper 
in the world that runs thus I do hereby 
give and bequeath all my eſtates, real and 
« perſonal, to Charles Dudley, ſon of my 


late daughter Louiſa, &c. &c. &c.” 


Lady Ruſp. Why I am thunder-ſtruck! 


by what contrivance, what villany did you 


get poſſeſſion of that paper? 


Stockw., There was no villany, Madam, 
in getting poſſeſſion of it; the crime was 
in concealing it, none in bringing it to 
light. 


Lady Ruſp. Oh, that curſed lawyer, Var- 
land! 


O Fla. You may ſay that, faith, he is a 
curſed lawyer, and a curſed piece 'of work | 
I had to get the paper from him; your La- 
dyſhip now was to have paid him five thou- 
ſand pounds for it, I forc'd him to give itme 


of his own accord for nothing at all, at all. 


Lady Ruſp. Is it you that have done this? 


Am J foil'd by your blundering contrivan- 


ces, after al!?ę 
O'Fla. Twas a blunder, faith, but as 


natural a one as if Pd made it o purpoſe. 


Charles. Come, let us not oppreſs the 
ſallen; do right even now, and you mall 
. no cauſe to complain. 


I 2 Lb 
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Lady Ruſp. Am I become an object of 
your pity then? Inſufferable! confuſion 
light amongſt you! marry and be wretched: 
jet me never ſee you more. [ Ext. 

Char. She is outrageous; I ſuffer for 
her, and bluſh to ſee her thus expoſed. 

Charles. Come, Charlotte, don't let this 
angry woman diſturb our happineſs: we 
will fave her in ſpite of herſelf; your fa- 
ther's memory ſhall not be ſtained by the 
diſcredit of his ſecond choice. 


Char. I truſt implicitly ro your diſcre- 


tion, and am in all things yours. 

Belc. Now, lovely but obdurate, does 
not this example ſoften? ? 
Lou. What can you aſk for more? Ac- 
cept my hand, accept my willing heart. 
Belc. O bliſs inutterable! brother, father, 
friend, and you the author of this general 
— 
O'Fla. Bleſſing of St. Parrick upon us 


all! tis a night of wonderful and ſurprizing 


ups and downs: I wiſh we were all fairly 
fer down to ſupper, and there was an end 
on't. 

Stochw. Hold for a moment? I have yet 
one word to interpoſe—Intitled by m 
friendſhip to a voice in your diſpoſal, I os 
approv'd your match; there yet remains a 
father conſent to By obtain d. | 

Bete. 


La ken 


LY 1 i * 


= 


A ComeDy. 133 


Bele. Have I a father? 

Stochew. You have a father: did not I tell 
you I had a diſcovery to make? Compoſe 
yourſelf: you have a father, who obſerves, 
who knows, who loves you. 


Belc. Keep me no longer in ſuſpence; my 
heart is ſoften'd for the affecting diſcovery, 
and nature fits me to receive his bleſſing. 


Stochw. I am your father. 
Belc. My father? Do I live? 
Stockw. I am your father. 


Bel. Ir is too much; my happineſs o er- 
powers me; to gain a friend and find a 
father is too much; I bluſh ro think how 
little I deſerve you. [ They embrace. 


Dudley. See, children, how many new 
relations ſpring from this night's unforeſeen 
events, to endear us)to each other. 


O'Hla. O' my conſcience, I think we ſhall 
be all related by and bye. 

Stockw, How happily has this evening 
concluded, and yet how threatning was its 
approach let us repair to the ſupper room, 
where I will unfold to you every circum- 
ſtance of my myſterious ſtory. Yes, Bel- 
cour, I have watch'd you with a patient, 


but enquiring eye, and I have diſcoverd 


thro' the veil of ſome irregularities, a heart 
beaming with benevolence, an animated 
nature, fallible indeed, but not incorri- 

I 3 gie; 
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able; and your election of this Went 


young Lady makes me glory in eng 
ing you to be my ſon. 


Belc. I thank you, and in my. rurn "un 
in the father I have gained: ſenſibly impreſt 
with gratitude: for ſuch extraordinary diſ- 
penſations, I beſeech you, amiable Louiſa, 
for the time ro come, whenever you per- 
ceive me deviating into error .or offence, 
bring only to my mind the Providence of 
this night, and 1 will turn to reaſon and 
obey. N 


** 
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A CHAMBER in an old-faſhioned HousE. 


Enter Mrs. HAarDCASTLE and Mr. HARD. 
"a: CASTLE. 8 | 


Mrs. Har dcaftle, 1 vow ; Mr. Hardcaſtle, 


: | you're very particular. 
Is there a creature in the whole country, 
but ourſelves, that does not take a trip to 
_ town now and then, to rub off the ruſt a 
little? There's the two Miſs Hoggs, and 
our neighbour, Mrs. Grigſhy, go to take 
a month's poliſhing every winter. 5 
Hardcaſtle. Ay, and bring back vanity 
and affectation to laſt them the whole year. 
I wonder Why London cannot keep its 
own fools at home. In my time, the fol- 
lies of the town creße- ſlowly among us, 
but now they travel faſter than a ſtage- 
coach. Its fopperies come down, not only 
as inſide paſſengers, but in the very baſket. 
Mrs. Haradcaſtle. Ay, your times were 
fine times, indeed; you have been telling 
us of them for many a long year. Here 
2425 we 
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we live in an old rumbling manſion, that 
looks for all the world like an inn, but that 
we never ſee company. Our beſt viſitors 
are old Mrs. Oddfiſh, the curate's wife, 
and little Cripplegate, the lame dancing- 
maſter: And all our entertainment your 
old ſtories of Prince Eugene and the Duke 
of Marlborough. I hate ſuch old-faſhioned 
trumpery. V 

Hardenſtle. And I love it. I love every 
thing that's old: old friends, old times, old 
manners, old books, old wine; and, I be- 
lieve, Dorothy, [ taking her hand] you! 
own I have been pretty fond of an old 
vie. | 
Mis. Har deaſtle. Lord, Mr. Harlcaſtle, 
you' re for ever at your Dorothy s and your 
old wife's. You may be a Darby, but I'Il 
be no Joan, I promiſe you. I'm not ſo 
old as you'd make me, by more than ne 
good year. Add twenty to tmenty, and 
make money of that. 

Hardcaſile. Let me ſee; twenty added to 
twenty, makes juſt fifty and ſeven. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. It's falſe, Mr. Hardcaſt- 
le: I was but twenty when I was brought 
to bed oi Tony, that I had by Mr. Lump- 
kin, ray firlt huſband; and he's nor come 
to years of diſcretion yet. 
 Hardcaſile. Nor ever will, I dare an- 
ſwer for him. Ay, you have taught him 
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Mrs. Hardcaſtle. No matter, Tony Lump- 
kin has a good fortune. My ſon is not to 
live by his learning. I don't think a boy 
wants much learning to ſpend fifteen hun- 
dred a year. 

' Hardcaſile. Learning quotha! A mere 
compoſition of tricks and miſchief. 

Mrs. Hardcafile. Humour, my dear: no- 
thing but humour. Come, Mr. Hardcaſtle, 
you muſt allow the boy a little humour. 

Hardcafile. I'd ſooner allow him an horſe-- 
pond. If burning the footmens ſhoes, 
frighting the maids „and worrying the kit- 
tens, be humour, he has it. It was but 
yeſterday he faſtened my wig to the back 
of my chair, and when I went to make 4 
bow, I popt my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle O 
face. 
Mrs. Hardcaſtle. And am I to blame? 
The poor boy was always too ſickly to do 
any good. A ſchool would be his death. 
When he comes to be a little ſtronger, who 
knows what a year or two's Latin may do 
for him? 

Hardcaſtle. Latin for him! A cat and 
fiddle. No, no, the ale-houſe and the 
ſtable are the only ſchools he'll ever goto. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Well, we muſt not ſnub 
the poor boy now, for I believe we ſhan'c 
have him long among us. Any body that 
looks in his "face me ſee he's confump- 
tive. . 


Hard- 
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- Hardeaſtle. Ay, if Frowieg too fat be 
one of the ſymptoms. 
Mrs. Hardcaſile. He coughs Soineriateg. 


Hardcafile. Yes, when his liquor goes 


the wrong way. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. I'm actually afraid of 
his lungs. 

Hat deaftle. And Wahr ſo am I; for he 
ſomerimes whoops like a ſpeaking trumper 
Tony hallooing behind the Scenes] — O the- 
re he goes—A very neee figure, 

qualy, 21) 
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' Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Tony, where are you 
going, my charmer? Won't you give papa 
and Ja little of your company, lovee? 

Tony. I'm in haſte, mother, I cannot 
ſtay. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. You ſhan't venture out 
this raw evening, my dear: You look moſt 
ſhockingly. 

Tony. I can't ſtay, I tell you. The 
Three Pigeons expects me down every mo- 
ment. There's ſome fun going forward, 

Hardcaſtle. Ay; the ale-houſe, the old 
place: I thought ſo, 

Mrs. e A low, paltry at of 
fellows. 

Tony. Not fo low neither. There's Dick 


Muggins the exciſeman, Jack Slang the 


horſe doctor, Lien Aminadab thar grinds 


the 
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the muſic box, and Tom Twiſt that ſpins 
the pewter platter. 

Mrs. Hardcaftle. Pray, my dear, diſap- 

oint them for one night ar leaſt. 

Tony. As for diſappointing them, I ſhould 
not ſo much mind; but I can't abide to dif- 
appoint myſelf. 

Mrs. Hardeaftle. Dun bim] You 
man t go. | | 

Tony. T will, Iten you. = 

Mrs. Hordaaſtle. T ay you ſhan't. 

Tony. ee wy which is ſtrongeſt, you 
or E r e 5 bowling her out, 


SCENE IL. 


Manvearrtt Solus 


Hundlaſtl. Ay, chere goes a pair that 


. ſpoil each other. But is not the 
whole age in a combination to drive ſenſe 
and diſcretion out of doors? There's my 
pretty darling Kate; the faſhions of the 
times have almoſt infected her too. By 


living a year or two in town, ſhe is as 


fond of gauze, and French frippery, e as the 
1 of them. 5 


e Miss HanDCAsTLE. | 


Hurdeaſtle. Bleſſings on my pretty inno- 
cence! Dreſt out as uſual my Kate. Good- 


neſs! What a quantity of ſuperiiuous ſilk 
has 


| 
| 
1 
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has thou got about thee, girl! I could 
never teach the fools of this age, that the 
indigent. world could be cloathed out of 
the rrimmings of the vain. 

Miſs” Hardcaſile. You know our agree- 
ment, Sir. You allow me the morning to 
receive and pay viſits, and ro dreſs in my 
own manner; and in the evening, I put on 
my houſewife's dreſs to pleaſe you. 
Hardeaſtle. Well, remember I inſiſt on 
the terms of our agreement; and, by the 
bye, I believe I ſhall have occaſion to try 
your obedience this very evening. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. I proteſt, Sir, I don't 
comprehend your meaning. 

Hardcaſile. Then, to be plain with you, 
Kate, I expect the young gentleman I have 
8 to be your huſband from town this 

day. I have his father's letter, in 
Which he informs me his ſon is ſer our, and 
that he intends to follow himſelf ſhortly 
"NL 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Indeed! I wiſh 1 had 
known ſomething of this before. Blels 
me, how {hall T behave ? It's a thouſand 


to one l ſhan't like him; our meeting will 


be ſo formal, and ſo like a thing of buſi- 
neſs, that I ſhall find no room for friend- 
ſhip or eſteem. 

Hardcaſtle. 8 upon it, child, III 
never controul your choice; but Mr. Mar- 
low, whom I have pirched upon, is the 
ſon 
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ſon of my old friend, Sir Charles Marlow, 
of whom you have heard me talk ſo often. 
The young gentleman has been bred a 
ſcholar, and is deſigned for an employment 
in the ſervice of his country. I am told 
he's a man of an excellent underſtanding. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Is he? 

Hardcaftle, Very 8 

Miſs Har ene I believe I * like 
hin 
 Hardcaſile. V ung and brave; 

Mifs Hardcafile. Im ſure I ſhall like him. 
Hardcaſtle. And very handſome. 
Miſs Hardcofile. My dear Papa, ſay no 
more [A ing bis _ bes mine, I'll have 
him. 

Hardcaſtle. And to crown 1 all, Kate, he's 
one of the moſt baſhful and reſerved young 
fellows in all the world. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Eh! you have frozen 
me to death again. That word reſerved, 
has undone all the reſt of his accomplith- 
ments. A reſerved lover, it is ſaid, al- 
ways makes a ſuſpicious huſband. + 

Hardcaſtle. On the contrary, modeſty 
ſeldom reſides in a breaſt that is not enrich- 
ed with nobler virtues. It was the very 
feature in his character that firſt ſtruck me. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. He muſt have more 
ſtriking features to catch me, I promiſe 


you. However, if he be ſo young, ſo 


handſome, and fo every thing, as you 
| — | men- 
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mention, I believe he'll do fill. I think 
PI have him. 

HNardcaſtle. Ay, Kate, but . IS ; ill 
an obſtacle. Its more than an even wager, 


he may not have 90. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. My dear Papa, why will 
you morrify one ſo? —Well, if he refuſes, 


inſtead of breaking my heart at his indiffe- 


rence, III only break my glaſs for its flat- 
tery. Set my cap to ſome newer faſhion, 
| and look out for ſome leſs difficult admirer. 

HFardcaſtle. Bravely reſolved! in the mean 
time I'll go prepare the ſervants for his re- 
ception; as we feldom ſee company they 
want as much training as a company of re- 
cruits, the firſt day s muſter. I Ert. 


Mifs Reaper Sola. 


Miſs Hardcaſile. Lud, this news of Pa- 
pa's, puts me all in a flutter. Young, 
handſome; theſe he put laſt; but J put 
them foremoſt. Senlible, good - natured; 
I like all that. But then reſerved, nd 
ſheepiſh, that's much againſt him. Yer 
can't he be cured of his timidity, by being 
taught ro be proud of his wife? Yes, and 
can't [—But I vow I'm diſpoſing of the 
huſband, before I have ſecured the lover. 


Enter Miſs NEVILLE. 


Miſs Hm deaſlile. I'm glad you're come, 


Neville, my dear. Tell me, Conftance, 
2 how 
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how do I look this evening? Is thai. any 
thing whimſical about me? Is it one of my 
well looking days, child? Amlin face ro 
day - | 
Mb Neville, Perfectly, m my dear. Yet 
now I look again bleſs me!—ſure no ac- 
cident has bappened among the canary birds 
or the gold fiſhes. Has your brother or 
the cat been meddling? Or has the laſt 
novel been too moving? | 

Miſs Haracaſile. No; nothing of all this. 
] have been threatened—I can ſcarce get it 
out—l have been threatened with a lover. 

Miſs Neville. And his name 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Is Marlow. 

Miſs Neville. Indeed! 

Miſs Hardcaſile. The fon of Sir Charles 
Marlow. 

Miß Neville. As J live, the moſt intimate 

friend of Mr. Haſtings, my admirer. They 
are never aſunder. I believe you muſt have 
ſeen him when we lived in town. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Never. 

Miſs Neville. He's a very ſingular charac- 
ter, [ aſſure you. Among women of repu- 
tation and virtue, he is the modeſteſt man 
alive; but his acquaintances give him a very 
different character among creatures of an- 
other ſtamp: you underſtand me. | 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. An odd character, in- 
deed. I ſhall never be able to manage him. 
Whar ſhall I do? Pſhaw, think no more of 

VOI. I. K him, 
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him, but truſt to occurrences for ſucceſs, 
Bur how goes on your own affair my dear, 
has my mother been courting you for my 
brother Tony, as uſual ? 

Miſs Neville. 1 have juſt come from one 
of our agreeable tète- a- tètes. She has been 
ſaying a hundred tender things, and ſetting 


off her pretty monſter as the very pink of 


perfection. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. And her partiality is 
ſuch, that ſhe actually thinks him fo. A 
fortune like your's is no ſmall temptation. 
Belides, as ſhe has the ſole management 
of it, Tm not ſurprized to ſee her unwilling 
to let it go out of the family. 


Miſs Neville. A fortune like mine, which 


chiefly conſiſts in jewels, is no ſuch mighty 
tempration. But at any rate if my dear 


Haſtings be bur conſtant, I make no doubt 


to be too hard for her at laſt, However, 
T let her ſuppoſe that I am in love with her 
ſon, and ſhe never once dreams that my 
affections are fixed upon another. hop 


Miß Hardcaſtle. My good brother holds 
out ſtoutly. I could almoſt love him for 
hating you ſo. : 
Mis Neville. It is a good natured creature 
at bottom, and I'm ſure would wiſh to ſee 
me married to any body but himſelf. But 
my aunt's bell rings for our afternoon's 
walk round the improvements. Allons. 
| Cou- 


4 
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Courage is neceſſary as our affairs are cri- 
tical. 

Miſs Hardeaftle. Would it were bed time 
and all were well. ¶Ereunt. 


8 CEN E III. 


Au Alebon ſe Room. Several ſhabby fellows, 
with Punch and Tobacco. Tony at the 
head of the Table, a little higher then * 
reſt: A mallet in his hand. 


Omnnes. Hurrea, hurrea, bande 0 re 

Firſt Fellow. Now, gentlemen, filence 
for a ſong. The Squire is going to SER. 
himſelf down for a ſong. 

Omnes. Ay, a ſong, a ſong, 

Tony. Then Tl ſing you, gentlemen, a 
ſong I made upon mou ale-houſe, the na 
Pigeons 


x: $,; O NG. 


Let ſchool-maſters puzzle their brain, 
With grammar and nonſenſe, and 
learning: 
Good liquor, I ſtoutly maintain, 
Gives genus à better diſcerning. 
Let them brag of their Heatheniſh Gods, 
Their Lethes, their Styxes , and Stygians 5 
Their Quis, oy their Quæs, and their 
| Quods, 
They re all but a parcel of Pigeons. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


3 - When | 
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When Methodiſt preachers come down, 
A preaching that drinking is Kal, 
. I'll wager the raſcals a crown, 
They always preach beſt with a ftinfal. 
But when you come down with your pence, 
For @ ſlice of their ſcurvy religion, 
I leave it to all men of ſenſe, 
But you my good friend are the pigeon. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


Then come , put the jorum about, 
And let us be merry and clever, 
Our hearts and our liquors are ſtout, 
Here's the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 
Let ſome cry up woodcock or hare, 
Your buſtards, your ducks, and your 
wiageons: 
Bur of all the birds i in the air, 
Here's @ health to the Three Folly Pi- 
geons. 
Toroddle, we ce, toroll. 


Ae W A bravo. | 
Fl Fellow. The Squire has got ſpunk 


in him. 


Second Fellow. I loves to hag him ſing, 
bekeays he never gives us nothing thats 


Third Fellow. O damn any thing that's 


"Tay I cannot bear it. 


Fourth Fellow. The genteel thing is the 


8 thing at any time. If ſo be that a 
gentle- 
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gentleman bees in a dose en enn, 
ingly. 

Third Fellow. I like the maxum of it, 
Maſter Muggins. What, tho' I am obli- 
gated to dance a bear, a man may be a 
gentleman for all that. May this be my 
poiſon if my bear ever dances but to the 
very gentteeleſt of tunes. Water Parted, 
or the minuet in Ariadne. | 

Second Fellow. What a pity it is the 
Squire is not come to his own. It would 
be well for all the publicans within ten mi- 
les round of him. 

Tony. Ecod and ſo it would Maſter Slang. 
I'd then ſhew what it was to keep choice 
of company. 

Second Fellow. O he takes after his own 
father for that. To be ſure old Squire 
Lumpkin was the fineſt gentleman I ever 
ſet my eyes on. For winding the ſtreight 
horn, or beating a thicket for a hare, or a 
wench he never had his fellow. Ir was a 
ſaying in the place, that he kept the 
beſt horſes, dogs and girls in the whole 
county. 

Tony. Ecod, and when Pm of age I'll be 
no baſtard I promiſe you, 1 have been 
thinking of Bett Bouncer and the miller's 
grey mare to begin with. But come, my 
boys, drink about and be merry, for you 
pay no reckoning. Well Stingo, what's 


the matter? | 
K 3 Enter 


0 
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Euter LANDLORD. 
Landlord. There be two gentlemen in a 


poſt-chaiſe at the door. They have loſt 


their way upo' the foreſt; and they are 
talking ſomething about Mr. Hardcaſtle. 


Tony. As ſure as can be one of them 
muſt be the gentleman that's coming down 
to court my ſiſter. Do they ſeem to be 
Londoners ? 


Landlord. I believe they may. They 
look woundily like Frenchmen. 


Tony. Then deſire them to ſtep this way, 
and Il fer them right in a twinkling. [Exit 
Landlord.) Gentlemen, as they mayn't be 
good enough company for you, ſtep down 
for a moment, and I'll be with you in the 
ſqueezing of a lemon. [Exeunt Mob. 


5 C dB 1 v. 
To NY ſolus. 


Tony. Father- in- law has been calling. me 


whelp, and hound, this half year. Now 


if I pleaſed, I could be ſo revenged upon 
the old grumbletonian. But then I'm afraid 
—afraid of what! I ſhall ſoon be worth fif- 
teen hundred a year, and let him frighten 
me out of that if he can. 


Euter 
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Enter LANDLORD, conducting MARL Ow 
and HASTINGS. 

Marlow. What a tedious uncomforrable 
day have we had of it! We were told it 
was but forty miles acroſs the country, and 
we have come above threeſcore. 
Haſtings. And all Marlow, from that 
unaccountable referve of yours, that would 
not let us enquire more frequently on the 
way. | 
Marlow. I own, Haſtings, T am unwil- 
Ing to lay myſelf under an obligation to 
every one I meet; and often, ſtand the 
chance of an unmannerly anſwer. | 
\ Haſtings. At preſent, however, we are 
not likely to receive any anſwer. | 

Tony. No offence, gentlemen. But I'm 
told you have been enquiring for one Mr. 
_ Hadcaſtle, in thoſe parts. Do you know 
what part of the country you are in? 

Haſtings. Not in the leaſt Sir, but ſhould 
thank you for information. 

Tony. Nor the way you came? 

Haſtings. No, Sir; but if you can in- 
form us e Tis 

Tony. Why, gentlemen, if you know 
neither the road you are going, nor where 
you are, nor the road you came, the firſt 
thing I have to inform you is, that—You 
have loſt your way. 


Marlow. We wanted no ghoſt to tell us 


that. c 2 
K 4 | Tony. 
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Tony. Pray, gentlemen, may I be fo 
bold as to aſk the place from whence you 
came? - 

Marlow. That's not neceſſary towards di- 
recting us where we are to go. 

Tony. No offence? but any for 
queſtion is all fair, you know. Pray, gen- 
tlemen, is not this ſame Hardcaſtle a croſs- 
grain'd, old-faſhion'd, whimſical fellow, 
with an ugly face; a daughter, and a pret- 
ty ſon? 

Haſtings. We have not ſeen the gentle 
man, but he has the family you mention. 

Tony. The daughter, a tell trapeſling, 
trolloping, talkative maypoſe— The for, 
a pretty, well-bred, agreeable yourts thit 
every hody is fond of 

Marlow. Our information differs in th.s. 
The daughter is ſaid to be well-bred and 
beautiful; the ſon, an aukward booly, 
reated up, and ſpoiled at his mother's 
apron-ſtring. | + 1 

Tony. He-he-hem Then, gentlemen, 
all J have to tell you is, that you wan't 

reach Mr. Hardcaſtle's houſe this un, 1 
believe. 

Haſtings. Unfortunate 

Tony. It's a damn'd long, dark, bogey, 
direy, dangerous way. Stingo, tell the 
gentlemen the way to Mr. Hardcaſtle's; 
[winking upon the Landlord] Mr. Hardcaſtle's 
of Quagmire Marſh , you underſtand me. 

Land- 


tal 
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Landlord. Maſter Hardcaſtle's! Lock-a- 
daiſy, my Maſters, you're come a deadly 
deal wrong! When you came to the bot- 
tom of the hill, you ſhould have croſgd 
down Squaſh-lane. 

Marlow. Croſs down Squaſh-lane! 

Landlord. Then you were to keep 
ſtreight forward, 'till you came to four 
roads. 

Marlow. Come to where four roads meet! 

Tony. Ay; but you muſt be ſure to take 
only one of them. 

Marlow. O Sir, you're facetious. 

Tony. Then keeping to the right, you 
are to go ſide-ways till you come upon 
Crack- ſkull common: there you muſt look 
ſharp for the track of the wheel, and go 
forward, till you come to farmer Murrain's 
barn, Coming to the farmer's barn, you 
are to turn to the right, and then to the 
left, and then to the right about again, till 
you find out the old mill 

Marlow. Zounds, man! we could as ſoon 
find out the longitude 

Haſtings. What's to be done, Marlow? 

Marlow. This houſe promiſes but a poor 
reception; though perhaps the Landlord 
can accommodate us. 


Landlord. Alack, Maſter, we have but 


one ſpare bed in the whole houſe. 
Tony. And to my knowledge, that's 
taken up by three lodgers already. [after a 


pauſe, 
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ber ſe, in which the reſt ſeem di ſooncerted 1 | 
ave hit it. Don't you think, Stingo, our 
landlady could accommodate the gentlemen 
by the fire- ſide, with three chairs and 
a bolſter? 

Haſiings. I hate Nleeping by the fire-ſide. 

Marlow. And I deteſt your three chairs 
and a bolſter. 

Tony. You do, as you >—then let me 
ſee—what—if you go on a mile further, to 


the Buck's Head; the old Buck's Head on 


the hill, one of the beſt inns in the whole 
e 

Haſtings. O ho! ſo we have eſcaped an 
adventure for this night, however. | 

Landlord. | Apart to Tony] Sure, you 
ben't ſending them to your father's as an 
inn, be you ? | 

Towy: Mum vou p you. Let them 
find that out. [zo them] You have only to 
keep on ſtreight forward, till you come to 
a large old houſe by the road fide. - You'll 
ſee a pair of large horns over the door. 


That's the ſign. Drive up the yard, and 


call ſtoutly about you. 

Haſtings. Sir, we are obliged to 'you. 
The ſervants can't miſs the way? 

Tony. No, no: But I tell you though, 
the Landlord is rich, and going to leave 
off buſineſs; ſo he wants to be thought a 
Gentleman, ſaving your preſence, he! he! 


he! He'll be for giving you his Oy 
an 
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and ecod if you mind him, he'll perſuade 


ou that his mother was an alderman, and 
his aunt a; juſtice of peace. 


Landlord. A troubleſome old blade to be 


ſire; but a keeps as good wines and beds 
as any in the whole country. 

Marlow. Well, if he ſupplies us with 
theſe, we ſhall want no further connexion. 
We are to turn to the right, did you fay? 

Tony. No, no; ſtreight forward. III 


| juſt ſtep myſelf, and ſhew you a piece of 


the way. [to the landlord] Mum. 


Landlord. Ah, bleſs your heart, for a 


damn d miſchievous ſon 


ſweet, pleaſant 


of a whore. . 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL SCENE IL 
An old. faſhioned HovsE. 


Dicer HARDSEASTOE, followed by three or 
four aukward Servants. 


Hardcaflle. WE LL, I hope you're per- 


fedt in the table exerciſe 
J have been teaching you theſe three days. 
You all know your poſts and your places, 
and can ſhew that you have been uſed to 
good company, without ever ſtirring from 
home. 

Omnes. Ay, ay. 

Hardcaſtle. When company comes, you 
are not to pop out and ſtare, and then run 
in again, like frighted rabbits in a warren. 

Onmes. No, no. 

Hardcaſtle. You, Diggory, whom I have 
taken from the barn, are to make a ſhew 
at the ſide- table; and you, Roger, whom 
J have advanced from the plough, are to 
place yourſelf behind my chair. But you're 


not to ſtand ſo, with your hands in your 


pockets. Take your hands from your 
pockets, Roger; and from your head, you 
blockhead you. See how Diggory carries 
his hands. They're a little too ſtiff, indeed, 
but that's no great matter. 


Diggo- 
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Diggory. Ay, mind how I hold them. 
T learned to hold my hands this way, when 
J was upon drill for the militia. And ſo 
being upon drill | 

Hardcaſtle. You muſt not be ſo talkative, 
Diggory. You muſt be all attention to the 
gueſts. You muſt hear us talk, and not 
think of talking; you muſt ſee us drink, 
and not think of drinking; you mult ſee us 
eat, and not think of eating. 
| Diggory. By the laws, your Worſhip, 
that's parfectly unpoſſible. Whenever Dig- 
gory ſees yeating going forward, ecod he's 
always wiſhing for a mouthful himſelf. 
Hlardcaſtle. Blockhead! Is not a belly- 
full in the kitchen as good as a belly-full 
in the parlour? Stay your ſtomach with 
that reflection. | 

Diggory. Ecod I thank your Worſhip, I'll 
make a ſhift to ſtay my ſtomach with a 
ſlice of cold beef in the pantry. 
Hardcaſtle. Diggory, you are too talka- 
tive. Then if I happen to ſay a good 
thing, or tell a good ſtory at table, you 
muſt not all burſt out a-laughing, as if you 
made part of the company. | 

Diggory. Then ecod your Worſhip muſt 
not tell the ſtory of Ould Grouſe in the 
gun-room: I can't help laughing at that— 
he! he! he!—for the foul of me. We 


have laughed at that theſe twenty years— 
ha! ha! ha! | 
47] Hard- 
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Haradcaſtle. Ha! ha! ha! The ftory is a 
good one. Well, ' honeſt Diggory, you 
may laugh at chat—but ſtill remember to 
be attentive. Suppoſe one of the company 
ſhould call for a glaſs of wine, how will 
you behave? A glaſs of wine, Sir, if you 
pleaſe [zo Dizgor n why don't you 
move? 

Diggory. Ecod, your Worſhip I never 
have courage till I ſee the eatables and 
drinkables brought upo' the table, and 
then I'm as bauld as a lion. 

- Hardcafile. What, will no o body move? 

Firſt Servant. Pm not to leave this pleace. 

Second Servant. I'm ſure it's no pleace of 
mine. | 

Third Servant. Nor mine, for ſartain. 

Diggory. Wauns, and Pm ſure it canna 
be mine. 

Hardcaſtle. You numbſkulls! and ſo while, 
like your betters, you are quarrelling for 
places, the gueſts muſt be ſtarved. O you 
dunces! I find I muſt begin all over again. 
But don't I hear a coach drive into the 
yard; ? To your poſts, you blockheads. III 
go in the mean time and give my old 
friend's ſon a hearty reception: at the gate. 

Exit. 

Diggory. By the elevens, my pleace is 
gone quite out of my head. 

Noger. I know that my e is to be 
ny where. 

Firſt 


ww 
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Fo Servant. Where the devil i is mine? 

Second Servant. My pleace is to be no 
where at all; and ſo Ize go about my bu- 
ſineſs. [Exennt Servants, running about as 


F 4 ighted , different ways. 


SCENE IL 


Enter SERVANT with Candles, ſhewing in 
MARLOW and HASTINGS. 


Servant. Welcome, gentlemen, very wel- 
come. This way. 

Haſtings. After the diſappointments of 
the day, welcome once more, Charles, to 
the comforts of a clean room and a good 
fire. Upon my word, a very well-looking 
houſe; antique, but creditable. 5 

Marlow. The ufual fate of a large man- 
ſion. Having firſt ruined the maſter by 
good houſekeeping, it at laſt comes to levy 
contributions as an inn. 


Haſtings. As you ſay, we paſſengers are | 


to be taxed to pay all theſe fineries. I have 


often feen a good ſideboard, or a marble 
chimney- piece, tho' not actually put in the 


bill, enflame a reckoning confoundedly. 
Marlow. Travellers, George, muſt pay 


in all places. The only difference is, 
that in good inns, you pay dearly for 
luxuries; in bad i INNS , you are Hleeced and 


n | 


; ſtarved. 
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Hlaſtings. You have lived pretty ch 
among them. In truth, I have been often 
ſurprized, that you who have ſeen ſo much 
of the world, with your natural good ſen- 
ſe, and your many opportunities, could 
never yet acquire a requiſite ſhare of al- 
ſurance. 


Marlow. The Engliſhman” s malady. But | 


tell me, George, where could I have 
learned that aſſurance you talk of? My life 
has been chiefly ſpent in a college, or an 
inn, in ſecluſion from that lovely part of 
the creation that chiefly teach men confi. 
dence. I don't know that I was ever fami- 
liarly acquainred with a ſingle modeſt wo- 
man—except my mother—But among fe- 
males of another claſs you know 

Haſtings. Ay, among them you are im- 
pudent enough of all conſcience. 

Marlow. They are of us you know. 


Haſtinge. But in the company of women 


of reputation I never ſaw ſuch an ideot, 
ſuch a trembler; you look for all the world 
as if you wanted an opportunity of ſtealing 
out of the room. 

Marlow. Why man that's becauſe I do 
want to ſteal out of the room. Faith, I 
have often formed a reſolution to break the 
ice, and rattle away at any rate. Burl 
don't know how, a ſingle glance from a 
pair of fine eyes. has totally overſet my re- 


ſolution. An impudent fellow may coun- 
| terfeit 


N 


4 


terfeit modeſty, but I'll, be hanged if a 


modeſt man can ever counterſeir impu- 


dence. 


things to them that I have heard you 
laviſh upon the bar-maid of an inn, or even 
. college bed maker _ 


Marlow. Why, George, Tears ſay Go 


things to them. They freeze , they petrify 


me. They may talk of a comet, or a 
burning mountain, or ſome ſuch bagatelle. 


But to me, a modeſt woman, dreſt out in 
all her finery, is the moſt tremendous on 
ject of the whole creation. 


Haſtings. Ha! ha! ha! At this dah man, 


how can you ever expect to marry ! 
Marlow. Never, unleſs as among kings 
and princes, my bride were to be courted 


by proxy. If, indeed, like an Eaſtern 


bridegroom, one were to he introduced to 
a wife he never ſaw before, it might be 
endured. But to go through all the ter- 
rors of a formal courtſhip, together with 
the epiſode of aunts, grandmothers and 
couſins, and ar laſt to blurt out the broad 


ſtaring queſtion, of, Madam will you marry 
mne? No, no, that's a ſtrain much above- 


me I aſſure you. 

Haſtings. I pity you. But how do you 
intend behaving to the lady you are come 
a_ to viſit at the requeſt of your fa. 
ther? 


Vol. I. We Mars 
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Marlow. As T behave to all other ladies. 
Bow very low. Anfwer yes, or no, to all 
her demands—Bur for the reſt, I don't 
think I ſhall venture to look in her face, 
rill I ſee my father's again. | 

. Haſtings. I'm ſurprized that one who is 
ſo warm a friend can be ſo cool a lover. 

Marlow. To be explicit, my dear Haſ- 
tings, my chief inducement down was to 
be inſtrumental in forwarding your happi- 
neſs, not my own. Miſs Neville loves 
| You, the family don't know you, as my 
friend you are fure of a reception, and let 
honour do the reſt. 

Haſtings. My dear Marlow! But 1 ſup⸗ 
preſs the emotion. Were a wretch, mean- 
ly ſeeking to carry off a fortune, you 
ſhould be the laſt man in the world I would 

apply to for aſſiſtance. Bur Miſs Neville's 
perſon is all I aſk, and that is mine, both 
from her Jectiſed father's conſent, and 
her own inclination. 

Marlow. Happy man! You have talents 
and art to captivate any woman. I'm 
doom'd to adore the ſex, and yet to con- 


verſe with the only part of it I deſpiſe. 


This ſtammer in my addreſs, and this auk- 
ward prepoſſeſſing viſage of mine, can 
never permit me to ſoar above the reach 
of a milliner's *prentice, or one of the 
dutchefles of Drury-lane. Pſhaw ! this fel- 
low here to interrupt us. | 5 
Enter 
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Enter HARDCASTLE. 

Hardeaſtte. Gentlemen, once more you 
are heartily welcome. Which is Mr. Mar- 
low? Sir, you're heartily welcome. It's 
not my way, you ſee, to receive my friends 
with my back to the fire. I like to give 
them a hearty reception in the old ſtile at 
my gate. I like to ſee their horſes ”_ 
trunks taken care of. 

Marlow [ Aſide.] He has got our names 
from the ſervants already. [To him] We 
approve your caution and hoſpitality, Sir. 
[To Haſtings] I have been thinking, Geor- 
ge, of changing our travelling dreſſes in 
the morning. I am grown confoundedly 
aſhamed of mine. 

Hardcaſile. I beg, Mr. Marlow you'll 
uſe no ceremony in this houſe. 

Haſtings. I fancy, George, you re right: 
the firſt blow is half the battle. I intend 
opening the campaign with the white and 
gold. 1 
Hardcaſtle. Mr. Marlow—— Mr. Haſs 
tings—Gentlemen—pray he under no con- 
ſtraint in this houſe. This is Libertyhall, 
Gentlemen. You may do juſt as you pleaſe 
here. 

Marlow. Yet, George, if we open the 
campaign too fiercely at firſt, we may want 
ammunition before it is over. I think 
to reſerve the embroidery to ſecure a re. 


Treat. | 
L 2 Hard- 
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Hardcaſtle. Your talking of a retreat, 


Mr. Marlow, puts me in mind of the Duke 
of Marlborough, when we went to beſiege 
Denain. He firſt ſummoned the garriſon. 

Marlow. Don't you think the ventre d'or 
waiſtcoat will do with the plain brown ? 
Hardcaſtle. He firſt ſummoned the garri- 
ſon, which might conſiſt of about five 
thouſand men 

Haſtings. I think not: Brown ans willow 
mix but very poorly. 


Hardcaſtle. I ſay, Gentlemen, as I was 


telling you, he ſummoned the garriſon, 
which might conſiſt of about five thouſand 
men 
Marlow. The girls like finery. 
Hlardcaſtle. Which might conſiſt of about 
| five thouſand men 5 well appointed with 
ſtores, ammunition, and other implements 
of war. Now, ſays the Duke of Marlbo- 
rough, to George Brooks, that ſtood next 
to him Vou muſt have heard of George 
Brooks; I'll pawn my Dukedom, fays he, 
hut I take that garriſon without Gilling 2 
drop of blood. So 
Marlow. What, my good friend; if you 
gave us a glaſs of punch in the mean time, 


ir would help us to ry 00 the hege with 


vigour. 

| Hardeaflle. Punch, Sir! Af, IE This is 
the molt unaccountable kind of modeſty I 
ever met with. 


Mar- 


> A a a 
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Marlow. Ves, Sir, Punch. A glaſs of 

warm punch, after our journey, will be 

comfortable. This is Liberty-Hall, you 

know. 

Hardcaſtle. Here's Quads Sir. 

Marlow. ¶ Aſide.] So this fellow, in his 
Liberty- Hall, will only let us have juſt 
what he pleaſes. 

Hardcaſtle. [ Taking the cup.] Thope you'll 
find it to your mind. I have prepared it 
with my own hands, and I believe you'll 
own the ingredients are tolerable. Will 
you be ſo good as to pledge me, Sir? 
Here, Mr. Marlow, here is to our better 
acquaintance. [drinks.] 

Marlow. [Aſide] A very impudent fellow 
this! bur he's a character, and I'll humour 
him a little. [To him] Sir, my ſervice to 
you. [drinks] 

Haſtings. | Aſide] I ſee this fellow wants 

to give us his company, and forgets that 
he's an innkeeper, before he has learned to 
be a gentleman. 
Marlow. From the excellence of your 
cup, my old friend, I ſuppoſe you have a 
good deal of buſineſs in this part of the 
country. Warm work, now and then, at 
elections, I ſuppoſe. | 

Hardcaſtle. No, Sir, I have long given 
that work over. Since our betters have hit 
upon the expedient of electing each other, 
. 8 no buſi neſs for us Phat "fel ale. | 

L 3 Haſtings. 
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Haſtings. So, then you have no turn for 
politics I find. _ 
Hardeaſtle. Not in the leaſt. There was 
a time, indeed, I fretted myſelf about the 
miſtakes of government, like other people; 
but finding myſelf every day grow more 
angry, and the government growing no 
better, I left it to mend itſelf. Since that, 
I no more trouble my head about Heyder 
Ally, or Ally Cawn, than about Aly Croaker. 
Sir, my ſervice to you. 

Haſtings. So that with eating above n 
and drinking below, with receiving your 
friends withia ; and amuſing them withour, 
you lead a good pleaſant buſtling life of it. 

 Hardcaſile. J do ſtir about a great deal, 

that's certain. Half rhe differences of the 
pariſh are adjuſted in this very parlour. 
Marlow. [After drinking] And you have 


an argument in your cup, old 3 


better than any in Weſtminſter-hall. 

Hardcaſtle. Ay, young gentleman , chat, 
and a little philoſophy. 

Marlow. [ Afide] Well, this is the firſt time 
Lever heard of an innkeeper's philoſophy. 

Haſtings. So then, like an experienced 
general, you atrack them on every quarter. 
If you find their reaſon manageable, you 
attack it with your philoſophy; if you find 
they have no reaſon, you attack them with 
this. Here's your health , my philoſopher. 


[4 rinks] 
Hard- 
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HFardceaſtle. Good, very good, thank you; 
ha! ha! Your Generalſhip puts me in mind of 
Prince Eugene, when he fought the Turks 

at the battle of Belgrade. You ſhall hear. 

Marlow. Inſtead of the battle of Belgrade, 
I believe it's almoſt time to talk about ſup- 
per. What has your philoſophy got in the 
houſe for ſupper? 

Hardcaſtle. For Supper, Sir! [Aſide] Was 
ever ſuch a requeſt to a man in his own 
houſe! | _#. we 

Marlow. Ves, Sir, ſupper Sir; I begin 
to feel an appetite. I ſhall make deviliſh 
work to-night in the larder, I promiſe ou. 

Hardcaſtle. | Afide] Such a brazen dog 
ſure never my eyes beheld. | To him] Why 
really, Sir, as for ſupper I can't well tell. 
My Dorothy, and the cook maid, ſettle 
theſe things between them. I leave theſe 
kind of things entirely to them. | 
Marlow. You do, do you? 

Hardcaſile. Entirely. By-the-bye, I be- 
lieve they are in actual conſultation up- 
on what's for ſupper this moment in the 
kitchen. | | 
Marlow. Then I beg they'll admit me as 
one of their privy council. It's a way I 
have got. When I travel, I always chuſe 
to regulate my own. ſupper. Let the cook 
be called. No offence I hope, Sir. 

Hardcaſile. O no, Sir, none in the leaſt; 
yet I don't know how: our Bridget, the 
pe L 4 cook 
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cook maid, is not very communicative up- 
on theſe occaſions. Should we. ſend for 
her, ſhe might ſcold us all out of the 
houſe. 

Haſtings. Let's ſee your liſt of the larder 
then. I aſk it as a favour. I always match 
my appetite to my bill of fare. 


Marlow. [ To Hardcaſtle, who looks at 


them with ſurprize] Sir, he's very right, and 
it's my way too. 

Hardcaſtle. Sir, you have a right to 
command here. Here, Roger, bring us 
the bill of fare for to night's ſupper. I be. 
lie it's drawn out. Vour manner, Mr. 
Haſtings, puts me in mind of my uncle, 
Colonel Wallop. It was a ſaying of his, 
that no man was ſure of his ſupper till he 
had eaten it. 

Haſtings. [Afide] All upon the high ropes! 
His uncle a Colonel! We ſhall ſoon hear 
of his mother being a juſtice of peace. 
{[ To him] Burt let's hear the bill of fare. 

Marlow. | Peruſing] What's here? For the 
firſt courſe; for the ſecond courſe; for the 
deſert. The devil, Sir, do you chink we 


have brought down the whole Joiners Com- 
pany, or the Corporation of Bedford, to 


eat up ſuch a ſupper? Two or three little 
things, clean and comfortable, will do. 
Haſtings. But, let's hear it. | 
Marlow. [Reading] For the firſt courſe at 
the top, a pig, and pruin ſauce. _ 
Haſtings. 
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Haſtings. Damn your pig, I ſay. 

Marlow. And damn your y_ ſauce; 
fay IJ. 
"Hardeaftte: And yet, Gentlemen, to men 
that are hungry, pig, with pruin ſauce, is 
very good eatin 

Marlow. At the bottom, a calye S tongue 
and brains. 

Haſtings. Let your brains 5 knocks _ 
my good Sir; I don't like them. 

Marlow. Or you may clap them on a 
plate by themſelves. I do. 

Hardcaſtle. [Aſide] Their impudence con- 
| founds me. [| To them] Gentlemen, you are 
my gueſts, make what alterations you 
pleaſe. Is there any thing elſe you wiſh 
to retrench or alter, Gentlemen? 

Marlow. Item. A pork pie, a boiled rab- 
bet and ſauſages, a florentine, a ſhaking 
pudding, and a diſh of tiff— taff taffety 
cream 

Haſtings. Coofonnd your made diſhes, I 
ſhall be as much at a loſs in this houſe as at 
a green and yellow dinner at the French 
ambaſſador's table. I'm for plain eating. 

 Hardcaſile. Tm ſorry, Gentlemen, that 1 
have nothing you like, bur if there be any 
thing you have a particular fangey —= -- 

Marlow. Why, really, Sir, your. bill ot 
fare is ſo exquiſite, that any one part of it 
is full as good as another. Send us what 
you pleaſe. So much for ſupper. And 

| now 
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now to ſee that our beds are air d, and pro- 
perly taken care of. 

Hardcafile. J entreat you'll leave: all that 
to me. You ſhall not ſtir a ſtep. 

Marlow. Leave, that to. you! I proteſt, 
Sir, you muſt excuſe me, I always look to 
theſe things myfelf. 

Hardcaſile. I muſt inſiſt, Sir, you'll make 
yourſelf eaſy on that head. 

Marlow. You ſee I'm reſolved on it. 
Aide] A very troubleſome fellow this, as 
ever I met with. 

Hardcaſile. Well, Sir, I'm e at 
leaſt to attend you. [Afde] This may be 
modern modeſty, but I never ſaw any thing 
look fo like old-faſhioned impudence. 

IEreunt MARLow and HARD CASTLE. 


SCENE III. 
HAasrT1INGs Jean 


Haſtings. So I find this fellow's cipilities 
begin to grow troubleſome. But who can 
be angry at thoſe aſſiduities which are 
meant to pleaſe him? Ha! what do I ſee? 
Row Neville, by all that's happy! 


Enter Miſs NEVILLE. 


Miſs Neville. My dear Haſtings ! To what 


unexpected good fortune? to what accident 


am I to aſcribe this happy meeting? 
Haſtings. 
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Haſtings. Rather let me aſk the ſame 
queſtion, as I could never have hoped to 
meet my deareſt Conſtance at an inn. 

Miſs Neville. An inn! ſure you miſtake ! 
my aunt, my guardian, lives here. What 
could induce you to think this houſe an 
in 
Haſtings. My felond Mr. Matlow; with 
whom I came down, and I, have been ſent 
here as to an inn, I aſſure you. A young 
fellow whom we accidentally met at a 
houſe hard by directed us hither. 

Miſs Neville. Certainly it muſt be one of 
my hopeful couſin's tricks, of whom you 
have heard me talk ſo often, ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Haſtings. He whom your aunt intends for 
you? He of whom I have ſuch juſt appre- 
henſions? 

Miſs Neville. You avs nothing to fear 
from him, I aſſure you. You'd adore him 
if you knew how heartily he deſpiſes me. 
My aunt knows it too, and has undertaken 
to court me for him, and actually begins 
to think ſhe has made a conqueſt. 

Haſtings. Thou dear diilembler! You 
muſt know, my Conſtance, I have juſt ſeiz- 
ed this happy opportunity of my friend's. 
viſit here to ger admittance into the family. 
The horſes that carried us down are now 
fatigued with their journey, but they'll 
ſoon be refreſhed; and then if my deareſt 
girl will truſt in her faithful Haſtings 1 we 
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ſhall ſoon be landed in France, where even 
among ſlaves the laws of marriage are re- 
ſpefted. 1 

Miſs Neville. J have often told you, feln 
though ready to obey you, I yet ſhould 
leave my little fortune behind with reluc- 
tance. The greateſt part of it was left me 
by my uncle, the India Dire&or, and chiefly 
conſiſts in jewels. I have been for ſome 
time perſuading my aunt to let me wear 
them. I fancy Pm very near ſucceeding, 
The inſtant they-are put into my poſſeſſion 


you {hall find me ready to make them and 


myſelf yours. 

Haſtings. Periſh the baubles! Your per. 
ſon 1s all I defire. In the meantime , my 
friend Marlow muſt not be let into his miſ- 
take. I know the ſtrange reſerve of his 
temper is ſuch, that if abruptly informed 
of it, he would inſtantly quit the houſe be- 
fore our plan was ripe for execution. 

Miſs Neville. But how ſhall we keep him 
in the deception? Miſs Hardcaſtle is juſt 
returned from walking; what if we till 
continue to deceive him ?- This, this 
way | 1 confer.] 


Euter ie 


Marlow. The aſſiduities of theſe 155 
people teize me beyond bearing. My hoſt 
ſeems to think it ill manners to leave me 
alone, and ſo he claps not t only himſelf 25 

is 
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his old-faſhioned wife on my back, They 
talk of coming to ſup with us too; and 
then, I ſuppoſe, we are to run the gaunt- 
let thro' all the reſt of the OT ah Sag 
have we got here!— — 

Haſtings. My dear Charles! Let me con- 
ratulate you! —The moſt fortunate acci- 
dent Who do you think is juſt alighted? 

Marlow. Cannot gueſs. 

Haſtings. Our miſtreſſes, boys Miſs Hard- 
calle and Miſs Neville. Give me leave to 
introduce Miſs Conſtance Neville to your 
acquaintance. Happening to dine in the 
neighbourhood, they called, on their re- 
turn to take freſh horſes, hers: Miſs Hard- 
caſtle has juſt ſtept into the next room, and 
will be back in an inſtant. Wasn't it 
lucky? eh! | 

Marlow. [ Aſide] I have juſt been morti- 
hed enough of all conſcience, and here 
comes ſomething to complete my embar- 
raſſment. 

Haſtings. Well! but wasn't it the moſt 
fortunate thing in the world? | 

Marlow. Oh! yes. Very Serre 20 
moſt joyful encounter But our dreſſes, 
George, you know, are in diſorder | 
What if we ſhould poſtpone the happineſs 
till ro-morrow ? To- morrow at her 
own houſe——lIt will be every bit as con- 
venient—And rather more reſpectful 
To-morrow let it be. [Offering to 55 
\ | iſs 
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Miſs Neville. By no means, Sir. Your 
ceremony will diſpleaſe her. The diſorder 
of your dreſs will ſhew the ardour of your 
impatience. Beſides, ſhe knows you are 
in the houſe, and will permit you to ſee 
her. | 
Marlow. O! the devil! how ſhall I ſup- 
port it? Hem! hem! Haſtings, you muſt 
not go. You are to aſſiſt me, you knov. 
I ſhall be confoundedly ridiculous. Vet, 
hang it! Tl take courage. Hem! 
Haſtings. Pſhaw man! it's but the firſt 
plunge, and all's over. She's but a woman, 
you know. MT tn 

Marlow. And of all women, ſhe that I 
dread moſt to encounter! _ 


Enter Miſs HArDCASTLE as returned from 
_ walking, à Bonnet, Cc. 


HAS TIN GS, introducing them. 


Miſs Hardcafile. Mr. Marlow, I'm proud 
of bringing two perſons of ſuch merit to- 
gether, that only want to know, to eſteem 
each other. 1 | 

Miſs Hardcafile. | Afide] Now, for meet. 
ing my modeſt gentlzman with a demure 
face, and quite in his own manner. [After 

a pauſe, in which he appears very uneaſy and 
diſconcerted.] Im glad of your ſafe arrival, 
Sir Im told you had ſome accidents by 
the way. 


Mar- 


4A Contvy.” 175 


Marlow. Only a few Madam. Yes, we 
had ſome. Yes, Madam, a good many 
accidents, but ſhould be ſorry Madam 
or rather glad of any accidents—thar are ſo 
agreeably "concluded. Hem! 

Haſtings. [ To hin.] You never ſpoke ber- 
ter in your whole life. Keep it up, and 
Ill inſure you the victory. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Tm afraid you flatter, 


Sir. You that have ſeen ſo much of the 


fineſt company can find little entertainment 
in an obſcure corner of the country. 

Marlow. | Gathering courage.] I have 
lived, indeed, in the world, Madam; but 
I have kept very little company. I have 
been but an obſerver upon life, Madam, 
while others were enjoying it. 

Miſs Neville. But that, I am told, is the 
way to enjoy it at laſt. 

Haſtings. | To bim. ] Cicero never ſpoke 
better. Once more, and you are confirm'd 
in aſſurance for ever. 

Marlow. [To him.] Hem! Stand by me 
then, and when I'm down, throw in a word 
or two to ſet me up again. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. An obſerver, like you, 
upon life, were, I fear, diſagreeably em- 
ployed, ſince you muſt have had much 
more to cenſure than to approve. 

Marlow. Pardon me, Madam. was al- 
ways willing to be amuſed, The folly of 
ee ” moſt 
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_ moſt people is rather” an object of mirth 


than uneaſineſs. 

Haſtings. [To him.] Bravo, Bravo. Never 
ſpoke ſo well in your whole life. Well! 
Miſs Hardcaſtle, I fee that you and Mr. 
Marlow are going to be very good com- 
pany. I believe our being here will but 
embarraſs the interview. 

Marlow. Not in the leaſt, Mr. Haſtings, 
We like your company of all things. [ To 
him.] Zounds! George, ſure you won't go? 
How can you leave us? 

Haſtings. Our preſence will but ſpoil 
converſation, ſo we'll retire to the next 
room. {To him.] You don't conſider, man, 


that we are to manage a little rete-a-tere of 


our own. IExeunt. 


Miſs Hardcaſtle. [After à pauſe] But you 


have not been wholly an obſerver, I pre- 
ſume, Sir: The ladies I ſhould hope have 
employed ſome part of your addreſſes. 
Marlow. [ Relupſing into timidity] Pardon 
me, Madam, I—I—I-as yet have ſtudied 
—only—ro—deſerve them. 
Miß Hardcaſtle. And that ſome fay is 
the very worſt way to obtain them. 
Marlow. Perhaps fo, Madam. But I love 
to converſe only with the more grave and 
ſenſible part of the ſex.— But I'm afraid 
I grow tireſome. 
| "Miſs Has dcaſtle. Not at all, Sir; there 


is nothing J like ſo much as grave conver- 
ſation 
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ſation myſelſ; I could hear it for ever. In- 
deed Thave often been ſurprized how a man 
of ſentiment could ever admire thoſe lighr 
airy pleaſures, where nothing reaches the 
heart. 
arlow. Ir $——a diſeaſe—of the mind, 
Madam. In the variety of taſtes there muſt 
be ſome who wanting a reliſh——for— 
um- a- um. 
Miſs Hardcnſtle. T underſtand you, Sir.— 
There muſt be ſome, who wanting a reliſh 


for refined pleaſures, pretend to deſpiſe what 


they are incapable of taſting. 

Marlow. My meaning, Madam, but infi- 
nitely better expreſſed. And I can't IP 
obſerving a 

Miſs Hm deaſtle. (Afide.] Who could ever 
ſuppoſe this fellow impudent upon ſome 
occaſions. [| To him.] You were going to ob- 
ſerve, Sir 

Marlow. I was obſerving, Nadim pro- 
teſt, Madam, I forget what I was going to 
obſerve. 

* Miſs Hardeaſtle. { Afide.] I vow and ſodol. 
[To him.] You were obſerving, Sir, that in 
this age of hypocriſy fomerhing about hy- 


| pocriſy, Sir. 


Marlow. Yes, Madam. In this age of hy- 
pocriſy there are few who upon ſtrict en- 
quay do not —a—a—a 


Miſs Hardcaſile. I underſtand you yer 


| fealy Sir. 


VOI. I. M Mat bow. 
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Marlow. [Afede.] Egad! and that's more 
than I do myſelf. 


Miſs Hardcaſtle. You mean that in this | 


hypocritical age there are few that do not 
_ condemn in public what they praQiſe in pri- 
vate, and think they pay every debt to vir- 
tue when they praiſe it. 


Marlow. True, Madam; thoſe who have 


moſt virtue in their mouths, have leaſt of it 
in their boſoms. But I'm ſure I tire you, 
Madam. 


Miſs Hardeaſtle. Not in the leaſt, Sir; 
there's ſomething ſo agreeable and ſpirited 
In your manner , ſuch life and force—pray, 
Sir, go on. 

Marlow. Yes, Madam. I was ſaying— 
that there are ſome occaſions—when a total 
want of courage, Madam, deſtroys all the— 
and puts us—upon a—a—a | 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. J agree with you entire- 
ly, a want of courage upon ſome occaſions 
aſſumes the appearance of ignorance, and 
betrays us when we moſt want to excel. I 
beg you'll proceed. 

Marlow. Yes, Madam. Morally ſpeaking, 
Madam—Bur I ſee Miſs Neville expecting 
us in the next room. I would not intrude 
for the world. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. J proteſt, Sir, I never was 
more agreeably entertained in all my life. 
Pray go on. 


Marlow. 
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Marlow. Ves, Madam. I was But ſhe 
beckons us to join her. Madam, ſhall I do 
myſelf the honour to attend you ? 
Miſs Hardcaſile. Well then, I'll follow. 
Marlow { Afide.] This pretty ſmooth dialo- 
gue has done for me. | Exit. 
Miſs HaRDCASTLE ſola. 


Miſs Hardcaſtle. Ha! ha! ha! was there 
ever ſuch a ſober ſentimental interview ? 
I'm certain he ſcarce look'd in my face 
the whole time. Yer the fellow, but for 
his unaccountable baſhfulneſs, is pretty 
well too. He has good ſenſe, but then fo 
buried in his fears, that it fatigues one more 
than ignorance. If I could teach him a lit- 
tle confidence, it would be doing ſomebody 
that I know of a piece of ſervice. But who 
is that ſomebody that, faith, is a queſtion 
I can ſcarce anſwer. ©" TEX: 


SE EN Þ 
Enter Tony and Miſs NEVILLE, 
followed by Mrs. HAR DCASTLE and 
HASTINGS 


Tony. What do you follow me for, couſin 
Con? I wonder you're not aſhamed to be 
ſo very engaging. 

Miſs Neville. I hope, couſin, one may 
ſpeak ro one's own relations, and not be 


to blame. 
M 2 Tony. 


— 
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Tony. Ay, but I know what fort of a re- 
lation you want to make me though; bur 
it won't do. I tell you, couſin Con, it 
won't do, fo I beg you'll keep your diſtan- 
ce, I want no nearer relationſhip, 

[She follows coqueting him to the back ſcene. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Well! I vow, Mr. Haſ- 
tings, you are very entertaining. There's 
nothing i in the world I love to talk of fo 
much as London, and the faſhions, though 
I was never there myſelf. 

Haſtings. Never there! You amaze me! 
From your air and manner, I concluded you 
had been bred all your life either at Rane- 
lagh, St. James's, or Tower Wharf. 

Mrs. Hardcafile. O! Sir, you're only 
pleaſed to ſay ſo. We country perſons can 
have no manner at all. Im in love with 
the town, and that ſerves to raiſe me above 
ſome of our neighbouring ruſtics; but who 
can have a manner, that has never ſeen the 
Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, the Borough, 
and ſuch places where the Nobility chieily 
reſort? All I can do, is to enjoy London at 


__ ſecond-hand. I rake care to know every 


tète- à-tète ſrom the Scandalous Magazine, 
and have all the faſhions, as they come out, 
in a letter from the two Miſs Rickets of 
Crookedlane. Pray how do you like this 
head, Mr. Haſtings ? 

Haſtings, Extremely elegant and dega- 


gee, —_ my word, Madam. Your 47 
ſeur 
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ſeur is a Frenchman, I ſuppoſe? * 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. I proteſt I dreſſed it my- 

ſelf from a print in the Ladies Memorandum- 
book for the laſt year. 
Haſtings, Indeed. Such a head in a fi- 
de-box, at the Play-houſe, would draw as 
many gazers as my Lady May'reſs at a 
City Ball. | 

Ib. Hardcaſile. T vow, ſince inocula- 
tion began, there is no ſuch thing to be ſeen 
as a plain woman; ſo one mult dreſs a little 
particular or one may eſcape in the crowd. 

Haſtings. But that can never be your caſe, 
Madam, in any dreſs. [bowing.] | 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. Yet, what ſignifies my 
dreſſing when I have ſuch a piece of anti- 
quity by my ſide as Mr. Hardcaſtle: all I 
can ſay will never argue down a ſingle but- 
ton from his cloaths. I have often wanted 
him to throw off his great flaxen wig, and 
where he was bald, to pfaiſter it over like 
my Lord Parely, with powder. : 

Haſtings. You are right, Madam; for, as 
among the ladies, there are none ugly, ſo 
among the men there are none old. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. But what do you think 
his anſwer was? Why, with his uſual Go- 
thic vivacity, he ſaid I only wanted him 
to throw off his wig to convert it into a 
tcte for my own wearing. | 

Haſtings. Intolerable! At your age you may 
wear what you pleaſe, and it muſt become you. 

M3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Hardcaſile. Pray, Mr. Haſtings, 


what do you take to be the moſt faſhionable 


age about town? 

Haſtings. Some time ago, forty was all 
the mode; but I'm told the ladies intend 
to bring up fifty for the enſuing winter. 

Mrs. Hardcafile. Seriouſly. Then I ſhall 
be too young for the faſhion. i 0 

Haſtings. No lady begins now to put on 
Jewels till ſhe's paſt forty. For inſtance, Miſs 
there, ina polite circle, would be confidered 
as a child, as a mere maker of ſamplers. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. And yet Mrs. Niece 
thinks herſelf as much a woman, and is as 
fond of jewels as the oldeſt of us all. 


Haſtings. Your niece, is ſhe? And that 


young gentleman, a brother of yours, 1 
ſhould preſume ? | | 

Mrs. Hordcaſile. My fon, Sir. They are 
contracted to each other. Obſerve their 
little ſports. They fall in and out ten times 
a day, as if they were man and wife already. 
[To them.] Well Tony, child, what ſoft 
things are you ſaying to your couſin Con- 
ſtance this evening? 

Tony. J have been ſaying no ſoft things; 
but that it's very hard to be followed about 
ſo. Ecod! T've not a place in the houſe now 
that's left ro myſelf but the ſable. 

Mrs. Hardcaſiſe. Never mind him, Con, 
my dear. He's in another ſtory behind 


your back. 
1 
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Miſs Neville. There's ſomething generous' 


in my couſin's manner. He falls out before 


faces to be forgiven in private. 


Tony. That's a damned confounded— — 
crack. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Ah! he's fly one. Don't 
you think they're like each other abour the 
mouth, Mſtr. Haſtings? The Blenkinſop 
mouth to a T. They're of a ſize too. Back 
to back, my pretties, that Mr. Haſtings may 
ſee you. Come Tony. 


Tony. You had as good not make me, I 


tell you. mea ſuring.] 

Miſs Neville. O lud! he b almoſt cracked 
my head. | 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. O the monſter! For 


ſhame, Tony. You a man, and behave ſo! 


Tony. If Im a man, let me have my fortin. 
Ecod! I'll not be made a fool of no longer. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Is this, ungrateful boy, 
all that Pm to get for the pains I have taken 
in your education? I that have rock'd you 
in your cradle, and fed that pretty mouth 
with a ſpoon! Did not I work that waiſtcoat 
to make you genteel? Did not I preſcribe 


for you every day, and weep while the re- 


ceipt was operating ? 

Tony. Ecod! you had reaſon to weep, 
for you have been doſing me ever ſince I 
was born. I have gone through every re- 
ceipt in the complete huſwite ten times 
over; and you have thoughts of courling 

M 4 me 
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me through Quincy next ſpring. But, Ecod! 
I rell you, III not be made a fool of no 
longer, 

Mrs. Hardeaſile. Wasn't it all for your 
good, viper? Wasn't it all for your good? 

Tony. I wiſh you'd let me and my good 
alone then. Snubbing this way when I'm 
in ſpirits. If Tm to have any good, let it 
come of itſelf; not to keep dinging 1 it, . 
ing it into one ſo. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. That's falſe ; I never ſee 
you when you're in ſpirits. No, Tony, 
you then go to the alehouſe or kennel. Pm 
never to be delighted with your . 
wild notes, unfeeling monſter! 

Tony. Ecod! Mamma, your own notes 
are the wildeſt of the two. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Was ever the like? But 
1 ſee he wants to break my heart, I ſee he 
does. 

Haſlings. Dear Madam, permit me to 
lecture the young gentleman a little. Im 
certain 1 can perſuade him to his duty. 
Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Well! I muſt retire. 
Come, Conftance, my love. You ſee Mr. 
Haſtings the wretchedneſs of my ſituation: 
Was ever poor woman ſo plagued with a 
dear, ſweet, pretty, nn amitul 
bo 
8 Ereunt Mrs. HARDCASTLE and 

MM NEVLTLLE, 
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SCENE V. 
HASTINGS. LOW Y. 


Tony, ſinging. 


There was à young man riding by, 
Aud fain would have his will, 
| Rang do didlo dee. 


Don't mind her. Let her cry. It's the 
comfort of her heart. I have ſeen her and 
ſiſter cry over a book for an hour together, 
and they ſaid, they liked the book the better 
the more it made them cry. 

Haſtings. Then you're no friend to the 
ladies, I find, my pretty young g gentleman? 

Tony. That' s as I find um. 

Haſtings. Not to her of your mother's 
chuſing, I dare anſwer? And yet ſhe ap- 
pears to me a pretty well-tempered girl. 

Tony. That's becauſe you don't know her 
as well as I. Ecod! Iknow every inch about 
her; and there's not a more bitter can- 
tanckerous toad in all Chriſtendom. 

Haſtings. | Afide. ] Pretty encouragement 
this for a lover! 

Zony. I have ſeen her ſince the height 
of that. She has as many tricks as a hare in 
a thicket, or a colt the firſt day's break- 


Ing. 


Haſtings. To me ſhe appears ſenſible and 
filent ! 
Tony. 
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Tony. Ay, before company. But when 
ſhe's with her play- mates ſhe's as loud as a 
hog in a gate. 

Ho ſlings. But there is a meek modeſty 
about her that charms me. 

Tony. Yes, bur curb her never ſo. little, 
ſhe kicks up, and you're flung in a ditch. 

Haſtings. Well, but you muſt allow her 
a little beauty. —Yes, you muſt allow her 
ſome beauty. 

Tony. Bandbox! She's n thing, 
mun. Ah! could you but ſee Bet Bouncer 
of theſe parts, you might then talk of 
beauty. Ecod, ſhe has two eyes as black 
as ſloes, and cheeks as broad and red as a 
pulpit cuſhion. She'd make two of ſhe. 

Haſtings. Well! what ſay you to a fr iend 
that would take this bitter * off your 
hands? 

Tony. Anon. 

Haſtings. Would you thank hin that 
would take Miſs Neville and leave you to 
happineſs and your dear Betſy? 

Tony. Ay; but where is there ſuch 2 
friend, for who would take her? 

Hastings. I am he. If you but aſſiſt me, 
Til engage to whip her off to France, and 

ou ſhall never hear more of her. 

Tony. Aſſiſt you! Ecod I will, to the laſt 
drop of my blood. III clap a pair of hor- 
ſes to your chaiſe that ſhall trandle you off 


in a twinkling, and may be get you a part 
3 01 
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of her fortin beſide, in jewels, that you 


little dream of. 
Haſtings. My dear ſquire, this looks like 


a lad of ſpirit. 
Tony. Come along then, and you ſhall 


ſee more of my ſpirit before you have done 
with me. [| fnging. ] 


We are the boys 
That fears no noiſe 
Where the thundering cannons roar. 
[ Exeunt. 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT 
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1e T 11 8 ENE of 
Enter HarpcastLE Ar. 


\ V HAT could my old friend 
Hardcaf a Sir Charles mean by re- 


commending his ſon as the modeſteſt young 
man in town? To me he appears the moſt 
impudent piece of braſs that ever ſpoke with 
a tongue. He has taken poſſeſſion of the 
_ eaſy chair by the fire-fide already. He took 
off his boots in the parlour, and deſired me 
to ſee them taken care of, I'm defirous to 
know how his impudence affects my daughter. 
She will certainly be ſhocked at it. 


Enter Miſs HARDCASTLE, Paraly 
dre ſs d. 
Hardcaſile. Well, my Kate, 1 ſee you 
have changed your dreſs as I bid you; and 
et, 1 believe, there was no great occaſion. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. I find ſuch a pleaſure, 
Sir, inobeying your commands, tharT rake 
care to obſerve them without ever debating 
their propriety. | | 
Hardcaſtle. And yet, Kate; I ſometimes 
give you ſome cauſe, particularly when I 
recommended my modeſs gentleman to you 
as a lover to-day, 


A COMEDY. 189 


Miſs Hardcaſile. You taught me to expect 
ſomething extraordinary, and I find the 
original exceeds the deſcription. 

Hardcaſtle. J was never ſo ſurprized in my 
life! He has quite confounded all my facul- 
ties ! | 
Miſs Hardcafile. I never ſaw any thing 
like it: And a man of the world roo! | 

Hardcaſtle. Ay, he learned it all abroad, 
-l it a fool was I, to think a young man 
could learn modeſty by travelling. He 
might as ſoon learn wit at a maſquerade. 
Mis Hardceſile, It ſeems all natural to 
him. 

Harden ſtle. A good deal aſſiſted by bad 
ogy and a French dancing-maſter. | 
- Mijs Hardcaſtile. Sure you miſtake, Papa! 
a French dancing-maſter could never. have 
taught him that timid look, that aukward 
addreſs. that baſhful manner 
Hardcaſile, Whoſe look? whoſe manner? 
child! 

Miſs Hardeaſtle. Mr. Marlow's: his mau- 
vaiſe honte, his timidity ſtruck me at the 
firſt ſight. | 

Ha, Acaſtle. Then your firſt ſight deceived 
you; forl think him one of the moſt brazen 
firſt ſights that ever aſtoniſhed my ſenſes. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Sure, Sir, you rally 1 
never ſaw any one ſo modeſt. 
Hardcaſtle. And can you be ſerious! I 


never faw ſucha — ſwaggering puppy 
b ſince 


190 THE MISTAKES OF A Nicur, 


ſince J was born. Bully Dawſon was but a 
fool to him. 
Miſs Hardcaſile. Surprizing ! He met me 


with a reſpectful bow, a ſtammering voice, 


and a look fixed on the ground. 

Hardcaſtle. He met me > with a loud voice, 
a lordly air, and a familiariry that made my 
blood freeze again. 

. Miſs Hardcafile. He treated me with dif- 
fdence and reſpect; cenſured the manners 


of the age; admired the prudence of girls 


that never laughed; tired me with apologies 


for being tireſome; then left the room with 


a bow, and, Madam, I would not for the 


world detain you. | | 
Hardcaſtle. He ſpoke to me as if he knew 
me all his life before. Aſked twenty que- 


ſtions, and never waited for an anſwer. In- 


terrupted my beſt remarks with ſome filly 
pun, and when I was in my beſt ſtory of the 
Duke of Marlborough and Prince Eugene, 


he aſked if I had not a good hand at making 


punch. Yes, Kate, he aſk'd your father if 
he was a maker of punch! 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. One of us muſt cer- 
tainly be miſtaken. 

Hardcaſtle. If he be what he has ſhewn 


himſelf, Pm determined he ſhall never have 


my conſent. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. And if he be the ſul- 


len thing I take him, he ſhall never have 


mine. 
Hardcaſile. 
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Hardcaſtle. In one thing then we are 
agreed to reject him. [1 

Miſs 'Hardcaſtle. Yes. But upon condi- 
tions. For if you ſhould find him leſs im- 
pudenr, and I more preſuming; if you find 
him more reſpectful, and I more importunate 

I don't know the fellow is well 
enough for a man.—Cerrainly we don't meet 
many ſuch at a horſe race in the country, 

Hardcaſtle. If we ſhould find him fo 
But that's impoſſible. The firſt appearance 
has done my buſineſs. I'm ſeldom deceived 
in that. 8 | 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. And yet there may be 
many good qualities under that firft appear- 
ance. 

Hardcaſtle. Ay, when a girl finds a fel- 
low's outſide to her taſte, the then ſets about 
gueſſing the reſt of his furniture. With her, 
a ſmooth face ſtands for good ſenſe, and a 
genteel figure for every virtue. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. J hope, Sir, a converſa- 
tion begun with a compliment to my good 
ſenſe won't end with a ſneer at my under- 
ſtanding? _ 

Hardcaſile. Pardon me, Kate. But if 
young Mr. Brazen can find the art of recon- 
ciling contradictions, he may pleaſe us both, 
perhaps. VE OR 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. And as one of us muſt be 
miſtaken, what if we go to make further 


diſcoveries? 
: Hardcaſtle. 
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: Hardcaftle. Agreed. But flepend on't I'm 
in the right, 

Mis Hardcaſtle. And depend out Im not 
much in the wrong. Ereun:. 


SCENE. II. 
| Enter To N x running in with a Caſſet. 


Tony. Ecod! I have got them. Here 
they are. My couſin Con's necklaces, bobs 
and all. My mother {han't cheat the poor 
fouls out of their fortune neither. O! my 
genus, IS that you? „ 


Enter HASs TIN GS. 


Haſtings. My dear friend, how have you 
managed with your mother? I hope you 


have amuſed her with pretending love for 


your couſin, and that you are willing to be 
reconciled ar laſt? Our horſes will be re- 
freſhed in a ſhort time, and we Hall ſoon 
be ready to ſer off, | 

Tony. And here's ſomething to bear your 
chingcs by the way, [giving the caſket. | Your 
ſweetheart's jewels. Keep them, and hang 
rhoſe, I ſay, that would rob you of one of 
them. | 

Haſtings. But how: bg you meme 
them from your mother? 

Tony. Aſk me no queſtions, and III tell 
you no fibs. I procured them by the rule 

of thumb. If 1 had not a key to every 

— drawer 
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drawer in macker's bureau, how could I go 
to the alehouſe fo often as I do? An honeſt 
man may rob himſelf of his own at any time. 

Haſtings. Thouſands do it every day. 
Bur to be plain with you; Miſs Neville is 
endeavouring to procure them from her 
aunt this very inſtant, If ſhe ſucceeds, it 
will be the moſt delicate way at leaſt of 
obtaining them. 

Tony. Well, keep them, till you know 
how it will be. Bur 1 know how it will be 


well enough, ſhe'd as ſoon part with the on- 


ly ſound tooth in her head. 
Haſtings. But I dread the effects of _ 
reſentment, when ſhe finds ſhe has loſt them, 


Tony. Never you mind her reſentmenr, 


leave me to manage that, I don't valueher 
reſentment the bounce of a cracker. 
Zounds! here they are. Morrice. Prance, 


[Exit HASTINGS. 


SCENE III. 


Tony, Mrs. HARDCASTLE, Miſs 


NEVILL E. 
Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Indeed, Conſtance, you 


amaze me. Such a girl as you want jewels? 
It will be time enough for jewels, my dear, 
twenty years hence, when your beauty be- 
Sins to Want repairs. 


Vor. I. n Miſs 
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Miſs Neville. But what will repair beauty 
at forty, will certainly improve it at twenty, 
Madam. 
Mrs. Hardcaſile. Yours, my dear, can ad- 


mit of none. That natural bluſh is beyond 


a thouſand ornaments. Beſides, child, jewels 
are quite out at preſent. Don't you ſee 
half the ladies of our acquaintance, my lady 
Kill-day-light, and Mrs. Crump, and the reſt 
of them carry their jewels to town, and 
bring nothing but Paſte and Marcaſites back. 
Mifs Neville. But who knows, Madam, but 
ſomebody that ſhall be nameleſs would like 
me beſt with all my little finery about me? 
Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Conſult your glaſs, my 
dear, and then ſee, if with ſuch a pair of 
eyes, you want any better ſparklers. What 
do you think, Tony, my dear, does your 
couſin Con want any jewels, in your eyes, 
to ſet off her beauty. 
Tony. That's as thereafter may be. 
Miſs Neville. My dear aunt, if you knew 
how it would oblige me. Ez 
Mrs. Hardcaſile. A parcel of old-faſhion- 
ed roſe and table-cut things. They would 
make you look like the court of king Solo- 
mon at a puppet- ſnew. Beſides, I believe I 
can't readily come at them. They may be 
miſſing for aught I know to the contrary. 
Tony. [Apart to Mrs. Hardcaſtle.] Then 
why don't you tell her fo at once, as ſhe's 
ſo longing for them. Tell her they're loſt. 
It's 
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It's the only way to quiet her. Say they're 
loſt, and call me to bear witneſs. . 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. [Apart to Tony.] You 
know, my dear, I'm only keeping them for 
you. So if I fay they're gone, you'll bear 
me witneſs, will you? He! he! he! | 
Tony. Never fear me. Ecod! I'll fayI faw 
them taken out with my own eyes. 

Miſs Neville. I deſire them but for a day, 
Madam. Juſt to be permitted to ſhe them 
as relicks, and then they may be lock'd up 
again. Ts ant 


my dear Conſtance; if I could find them, 
you ſhould have them. They're miſſing, 
I aſſure you. Loft, for aught L know; but 
we muſt have patience wherever they ate. 

Miſs Neville. Tl not believe it; this is 
but a ſhallow pretence to deny me. I know 


they're too valuable to be ſo ſlightly kept, 


and as you are to anſwer for the loſs. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Don't be alarm'd, Con- 
ſtance. If they be loſt, I muſt reſtore an 
equivalent. But my ſon knows they are 
miſſing, and not to be found. 

Tony. That I can bear witneſs to. They 
are miſſing, and not to be found, I'Il take 
my oath ont. 

Mrs. Hardcafiſe. You muſt learn reſigna- 


tion, my dear; for tho' we loſe our fortune, 


yet we ſhould not loſe our patience. See 
me, how calm I am. 
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Miſs Neville. Ay, people are generally 


calm at the misfortunes of others. 


. Mrs. Hardcaſile. Now, I wonder a girl 
of your good ſenſe ſhould waſte a thought 
upon ſuch trumpery. We ſhall ſoon find 
them; and, in the mean time, you ſhall 
make uſe of my garnets till your jewels be 
found. 50 | 


Miſs Neville. I deteſt garnets. 


Mrs. Hardcaſtle. The moſt becoming 
things in the world to ſet off a clear com- 
plexion. You have often ſeen how well 
they look upon me. You /hall have them. 

1 i Exit. 
Miſs Neville. J diſlike them of all things. 
You ſhan't ſtir. Was ever any thing fo 
provoking to miſlay my own jewels, and 
force me to wear her trumpery. 


Tony. Don't be a fool. If ſhe gives you 
the garnets, take what you can get. The 
jewels are your own already. I have ſtolen 
them out of her bureau, and ſhe does not 
know it. Fly to your ſpark, he'll tell you 
— of the matter. Leave me to manage 

er. | | 


Miſs Neville. My dear couſin. 


Tony. Vaniſh. She's here, and has miſſed 
them already. Zounds! how ſhe fidgets 
and ſpits about like a Catharine wheel. 
[Exit Miſs NE VILLE. 
| Enter 
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Enter Mrs. HArDCASTLE. 


Mrs. Hardcaſiel. Confuſion! thieves ! rob- 
bers! We are cheated, plundered, broke 
open, undone. 

Tony. What's the matter, what's the mat- 
ter, Mamma? I hope nothing has happened 


to any of the good family ! 


Mrs. Hardcaſtle. We are robbed. My 
bureau has been broke open, the jewels 
taken out, and I'm undone. | 

Tony. Oh! is that all? Ha! ha! ha! By 
the laws, I never ſaw it better acted in my 
life. Ecod, I thought you was ruin'd in 
earneſt, ha! ha! ha! 

Mrs. Hardcaſtſe. Why boy, I am ruin'd in 
earneſt. My bureau has been broke open, 
and all taken away. 

Tony. Stick to that; ha! ha! ha! flick 
to that. I'll bear witneſs, you know, call 
me to bear witneſs. 


Mrs. Hardcaſile. I tell you, Tony, by all 


that's precious, the jewels are gone, and 1 


ſhall be ruin'd for ever. 

Tony. Sure I know they're gone, and I 
am to ſay ſo. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. My deareſt Tony, but 
hear me. They're gone, I ſay. 

Tony. By the laws, Mamma, you make me 
for to laugh, ha! ha! I know who took 


them well enough, ha! ha! ha! 
N 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Was there ever ſuch a 
blockhead, that can't tell the difference be- 
tween jeſt and earneſt, I tell you I'm not 
in jeſt, booby. 

Tony. That's right, that's right: You muſt 
be in a bitter paſſion, and then nobody will 
ſuſpe& either of us. Tl bear witneſs that 
they are gone. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. Was there ever ſuch a 
croſs - grain'd brute, that won't hear me! 
Can you bear witneſs that you're no better 
than a fool? Was ever poor woman ſo beſet 
with fools on one hand, and thieves on the 
other. 

Tony. I can bear witneſs to that. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Bear witneſs again, you 
blockhead you, and I'll turn you out of the 
room diretly. My poor niece, what will 
become of her! Do you laugh, you unfeel- 
ing brute, as if you enjoy'd my diſtreſs? 

Tony. I can bear witneſs to that. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. Do you inſult me, mon- 
ſter? Tll teach you to vex your mother, I 
will. 

Tony. I can bear witneſs to that. 

[He runs off, ſhe follows bins. 


Wo d n i 


Miſs HARD CASTLE and MAID. 


Miſs Hardcafile. What an unaccountable 


creature is that brother of mine, to ſend 
them 
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them to the houſe as an inn, ha! ha! ha! I 
don't wonder at his impudence. 

Maid. But what is more, Madam, the 
young gentleman, as you paſſed by in your 

refent dreſs, aſk'd me if you were the bar 
maid ? He miſtook you ſor the bar maid, 
Madarh. 

Miſs Hardeaſtle. Did he? Then as I live 
I'm reſolved to keep up the deluſion. Tell 
me, Pimple, how do you like my preſent 
dreſs: Don't you think I look ſomething 
like Cherry in the Beaux Stratagem? 

Maid. It's the dreſs, Madam, that every 
lady wears in the country, but when ſhe 
viſits or receives company, 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. And are you ſure he does 
not remember my face or perſon? 

Maid. Certain of it. 

Miſs Hardocaſtle. T vow IT thought ſo; for 
though we ſpoke for fome time together, 
yet his fears were ſuch, that he never once 
looked up during the interview. Indeed, 
if he had, my bonnet would have kept him 
from ſeeing me. | 

Maid. But what do you hope from keep- 
ing him in his miſtake? 

Miſs Hardcaſile. In the firſt place, I ſhall 
be) /cen, and that is no ſmall advantage to a 
girl who brings her face to marker. Then 
I ſhall perhaps make an acquaintance and 
that's no ſmall victory gained over one who 
never addrefles any but the wildeſt of her 
_ N4 ſex, 
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ſex. But my chief aim is to take my gent- 
leman off his guard, and like an inviſible 
champion of romance examine the giant's 
force before I offer to combar. 

Maid. But are you ſure you can act your 
part, and diſguiſe your voice, ſo that he 
may miſtake that, as he has already miſ- 
taken your perſon? 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Never fear me. I think 
I have got the true bar cant.—Did your ho- 
nour call? Attend the Lion there.— 
Pipes and tobacco for the Angel. — The 
Lamb has been outrageous this half hour. 

Maid. It will do, Madam. But he's here. 
[Exit Map. 


Unter MARL Oo W. 
Marlow. What a bawling in every part 
of the houſe; I have ſcarce a moment's re- 
poſe. © If I go to the beſt room, there I 
tind my hoſt and his ſtory. If I fly to the 
gallery, there we have my hoſteſs with her 
curteſy down to the ground. I have at laſt 
got a moment to myſelf, and now for re- 
collection. | [Walks and muſes. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. Did you call, Sir? did 
your honour call? 

Marlow. [ Muſing.] As for Miſs Hard- 
caſtle, ſhe's too . and ſentimental for 
me. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Did your honour call? 
[She ſtill ares herſelf before him, 
be turning away. 


Marlow. 
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Marlow. No, child. [muſings] Beſides 
from the glimpſe I had of her, I think ſhe 
ſquints. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Im ſure, Sir, 1 heard 
the bell ring. 

Marlow. No, No. [ Muſing. 1 I have 
pleaſed my father, however, by coming 
down, and Ill ro-morrow pleaſe myſelf by 
returning. 

[ Taking out his tablet, and peruſing. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Perhaps the other Gent- 
leman called, Sir. 

Marlow. I tell you, no. 

' Miſs Hardcaſtle. I ſhould be glad to lb, 
Sir. We have ſuch a parcel of ſervants. 

Marlow. No, no, I tell you. [ Looks 
Full in her face.) Yes, child, I think I did 
call. 1 wanted want I vow, 
child, you are vaſtly handſome: _ 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. O la, Sir, you'll make 
one aſham'd. 

Marlow. Never ſaw a more ſprightly ma- 


licious eye. Ves, yes, my dear, I did 


call. Have you got any of your—a—what 
d'ye call it in the houſe? 

Miſs Hardcaftle. No, Sir, we have been 
out of that theſe ren days. 

Marlow. One may call in this houſe; I 
find, to very little purpoſe. Suppoſe I 
ſhould call for a taſte, juſt by way of trial, 
of the neQar of your lips; perhaps I might 
be "Gilzppointed in that too. 
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Miſs Hardcaſile. Nectar! neQar! that's a 
liquor there's no call for in theſe parts, 
French, I ſuppoſe. We keep no French 
wines hen! Sir. | 

Marlow. Of true Bann growth, I af- 
fure you. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Then it's odd I ſhould 
not know it. We brew all ſorts of wines 
in this houſe, and I have lived here theſe 
eighteen years. 

Marlow. Eighteen years! Why one would 
think, child, you kept the bar before you 
were born. How old are you? 

Miſs Hardeaſtle. O! Sir, I muſt not tell 
my age. They ſay women and muſic thould 
never be dated. 

Marlow. To gueſs at this diſtance, you 
can't be much above forty. [ approaching. ] 
Yer nearer I don't think ſo much, [approach- 
ing.] By coming cloſe to ſome women they 
look younger ſtill; but when we come 
very cloſe indeed [attempting to kiſs her.) + 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Pray, Sir, keep your 
diſtance. One would think you wanted to 
know one's age as they do horſes, by mark 
of mouth. 

Marlow. I proteſt, child, you uſe me ex- 
tremely ill. If you keep me at this dif- 
tance, how 1s it poſſible you and I can be 
ever acquainted? 


, Miſs Hardcaſile. And who wants to be 


acquainted with you? I want no ſuch 
— 
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acquaintance, not I, I'm ſire you did not 
treat Miſs Hardcaſtle that was here awhile 
ago in this obſtropalous manner. I'll war- 
rant me, before her you lcok'd daſh'd, and 
kept bowing to the ground, and talled, 
for all the world, as if you was before a 
juſtice of peace. 

Marlow. [ Afide. ] Egad! ſhe has hit it, 
ſure enough. [ To her.] In awe of her, 
child? Ha! ha! he! A mere, aukward, 
ſquinting thing, no, no. I ſind you don't 
know me. I laugh'd, and rallied her a 
little; but I was unwilling to be too ſe- 
vere. No „I could not be too ſevere, curſe 
me / 


a favourite, I find, among the ladies? 

Marlow. Ves my dear, a great favourite. 
And yet, hang me, I don't ſee what they 
find in me to follow. At the Ladies Club 
in town, I'm called their agreeable Rattle. 
Rattle, child, is not my real name, but 
one Im known by. My name is Solomons. 


Mr. Solomons, my dear, at your ſervice. 


[Offering to ſalute her.] 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Hold, Sir; you were 
introducing me to your club, not to your- 
ſelf. And you're ſo great a favourite there 
you ſay ? 

Marlow. Yes, my dear. There's Mrs. 
Mantrap, Lady Betty Blackleg, the Coun- 
tels of Sligo, Mrs. Longhorns, old Mis 

Biddy 


Miſe Hardeaftle. O! then, Sir you are 
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Biddy Buckſkin, and your humble Fervant, 
keep up the ſpirit of the place. | 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Then it's a very merry 
place, I ſuppoſe. | 

Marlow. Ves, as merry as cards, ſup. 
pers, wine, and old women can make us. 

Miſs Hardcafile. And their agreeable 
Rattle, ha! ha! ha! 

Mar low. [Afede.] Egad! I don't quite like 
this chit. She looks knowing, methinks. 

[To ber.] You laugh, child! 4 
Miß Hm deaftle.. I can't but laugh to 


think what time they all have for minding | 


their work or their family 

Marlow. ¶ Aſide.] All's well, ſhe dont 
laugh at me. Io ber.] Do you ever work, 
child? 8 
Miſs Hardeaftle. Ay, ſure. There's not 
a ſcreen or a quilt in the whole houſe but 
what can bear witneſs to that. 

Marlow. Odſo! Then you muſt ſhew me 
your embroidery. I embroider and draw 
patterns myſelf a little. If you want a 
judge of your work you muſt apply to me. 

[Seizing ber hand. 

Miſs Hardcaftle. Ay, but the colours 
don't look well by candle light. You fhall 
ſee all in the morning. [Struggling. 

Marlow. And why not now, my angel? 
Such beauty fires beyond the power of re- 
ſiſt ance. ——Pſhaw! the father here! My 


old luck: I never nik ſeven that I did 
not 
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not throw ames ace three times follow- 


Enter Harp: 6 As TLE, 3 4 in 

ne $0, Madam! So I find zhis is 
your modeſt lover. This is your humble 
admirer that kept his eyes fixed on the 
ground, and only ador'd at humble diſtance. 
Kate, Kate, art thou not aſham'd to de- 
ceive thy father ſo? 

Miſs Hardcaftle. Never truſt me, dear 
papa, but he's ſtill the modeſt man ] firſt 
took him for, youll be convinced of it as 
well as I. 

Hardcaſtle. By the band of my body I 
believe his impudence is infectious! Didn't 
I ſee him ſeize your hand? Didn't I fee him 
hawl you about like a milk maid? and now 
you talk of his reſpe& and his modeſty, 
forſooth! 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. But if I ſhortly convince 
you of his modeſty, that he has only the 
faults that will paſs off with time, and the 
virtues that will improve with age, I hope 
you'll forgive him. 

Hardcaſile. The girl would actually make 
one run mad! I tell you Ill not be con- 
vinced. I am convinced. He has ſcarcely 
been three hours in the houſe, and he has 
already encroached on all my prerogatives. 
U may like his impudence, and call it 

modeſty. 
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modeſty. But my ſon-in-law, Madam, muſt 
have very different qualifications. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. Sir, [ alk but this nighe 
to convince: you. 
Haradcaſtle. You ſhall not have half the 
time, for I have thoughts of. turning him 
out this very hour. 
Miſs Hardcaſile. Give me that hour then, 
and I hope to ſatisfy you | 
_ Hardcaſile. Well, an hour let it be then, 
But III have no trifling with your father. 
All fair and open do you mind mme. 
Miſs, Hardeaſtle. 1 hope, Sir, you have 


ever found that I conſidered your com- 


mands as my pride; for your kindneſs is 
ſuch, that wy duty as yet has been inclinz- 


END of THE Tin p Acr. 
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ACT. IV. SCENE L 
HASTIN GS and Miſs NEVILLE. 


o ſurpriſe me! Sir Charles 
Haſtings. Y Marlow expected here this 
night? Where have you had your infor- 
mation ? 


Miſs Neville. You may depend upon it. 
I juſt faw his letter to Mr. Hardcaſtle, in 
which he tells him he intends ſetting out a 
few hours after his ſon. 

Haſtings. Then, my Conſtance, all muſt 
be completed before he arrives. He knows 
me; and ſhould he find me here, would 
diſcover my name, and perhaps my deſigns, 
to the reſt of the family. | 

Miſs Neville. The jewels, I hope, are 
ſale. 

Haſtings. Yes, yes. I have font than! to 
Marlow, who keeps the keys of our bag- 
gage. In the meantime, I'II go to prepare 
matters for our elopement. I have had the 
Squire's promiſe of a freſh pair of horſes; ' 
and, if I ſhould nor ſee him again, will 
write him further directions. [ Exit. 

Miſs Neville. Well! ſucceſs attend you. 
In the meantime, Fil go amuie my aunt 
with the old pretence of a violent paſſion 


for my couſin. Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
MarLow, followed by a Servant. 


- Marlow. T wonder what Haſtings could 
mean by ſending me ſo valuable a. thing as 
2 caſket to keep for him, when he knows 
the only place I have is the ſeat of a poſt 
coach ar an-Inn-door. Have you depoſited 
the caſket with the landlady, as I ordered 
you? Have you pur it into her own hands? 

Servant. Les, your honour. 

e She ſaid ſhe'd keep it ſafe, did 

e? 

Servant. Yes, ſhe faid ſhe'd keep it ſafe 
enough; ſhe aſk'd me how I came by it? 
and ſhe aid ſhe had a great mind to make 
me give an account of myſelf, 

Exit SERV ANT. 

Marlow Jau, Ha! ha! ha! They're ſafe 
however. What an unaccountable ſet of 
beings have we got amongſt! This little bar- 
maid though runs in my head moſt ſtrange- 
Iy, and drives out the abſurdities of all the 
reſt of the family. She's mine, ſhe muſt 
be mine, or I'm greatly miſtaken. 


Enter HasTiNGs. 


Haſtings. Bleſs me! I quite forgot to tell 
her that I intended to prepare at the bottom 
of the garden. Marlow here, and in ſpirits 


Marlow. 
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Marlow. Give me joy, George! Crown 
me, ſhadow. me with laurels! Well, Geor- 
ge, after all, we modeſt fellows don' t want 
for ſucceſs among the women. 

Haſtings. Some women you mean. But 
what ſucceſs has your Honour's modeſty 
been crowned, with now, that it grows ſo 
inſolent upon us? 

Marlow. Didn't you ſee the tempting, 
briſk, lovely, little thing that runs about the 
houſe with a bunch of keys to its girdle? 

Haſtings. Well! and what then? 

Marlow. She's mine, you rogue you. 
Such fire, ſuch motion, ſuch eyes, ſuch 
lip but, egad! ſhe would not let me 
kiſs them though. 

Haſtings. But are you ſo ſure, ſo very 
ſure of her? 

Marlow. Why man, ſhe rallk'd of ſhew- 
ing me her work above-ſtairs, and I am to 
improve the pattern. i 

Haſtings. But how can you, Charles, go 
about to rob a woman of her honour? 

Marlow. Pſhaw ! pſhaw! we all know the 
honour of the bar-maid of an inn. I don't 
intend to rob her, take my word for it, 
there's nothing in this houſe, I ſhan't ho- 
neſtly pay for. 

Haſtings. I believe the girl has virtue. 

Marlow. And if ſhe has, I ſhould be the 
laſt man in the world that would attempt 
to corrupt it. 


Yor, I. 0 Haſtings. 
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Haſtings. You have taken care, I hope, 
of the caſket I ſent you to lock up? Ir's in 
fafery ? 

Marlow. Yes, yes. It's ſafe enough. I 
have taken care of it. But how could you 
think the ſeat of a poſt-coach at an Inn-door 
a place of ſafety? Ah! numbſkull! I have 
taken better precautions for you than you 
did for yourſelf. ——I have 
Haſtings. What! 


Marlow. J have ſent it to the landlady to 


keep for you. 
_ Haſtings. To the landlady! 

. The landlady. 

Haſtings. You did! 

Marlow. I did. She's to be anſwerable 
for its forth- coming, you know. 

Haſtings. Ves, ſhe'll bring it forth, with 
a witneſs. 

Marlow. Wasn't I right I believe you'll 
allow that I aQed prudently upon this oc- 
caſion? 

Haſtings. (| Aſide.] He muſt not ſee my 


uneaſineſs. 


Marlow. You ſeem a little diſconcerted 


though, methinks. mA — hap- 
pened? 

Haſtings. No, nothing. Never was in 
better ſpirits in all my life. And fo you 
left it with the landlady, who, no doubt, 
very readily undertook the charge: ? 


Marlow. 
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Marlow. Rather too readily. - For ſhe 
not only kept the caſket; bur, thro' her 
great precaution, was going to keep the' 
meſſenger too. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Haſtings. He! he! he! They're ſafe 
however. 

Marlow. As a guinea in a miſer's purſe. 

Haſtings. [Afide.] So now all hopes of ſor- 
tune are at an end, and we muſt ſet off 
without it. [To him.] Well, Charles, III 
leave you to your meditations on the pret- 
ty bar-maid, and, he! he! he! may you 
be as ſucceſsful for yourſelf as you have 
been for me. | Exit. 

Marlow. Thank ye, George! I aſk no 
more. Ha! ha! ha! 


Enter HaARDCASTLE. 


Hardeaſtle. I no longer know my own 
houſe. Ir's turned all ropſey-turvey. His 
ſervants have got drunk already. III bear 
it no longer, and yet, from my reſpe& ſor 
his father, I'll be calm. | To him.] Mr. Mar- 
low, your ſervant. I'm your very humble 

ſervant. [ Bowing low. 

Marlow. Sir, your humble ſervant. [Afide.] 
What's to be the wonder now ? 

Hardcaſtle. I believe, Sir, you muſt be 
ſenſible, Sir, that no man alive ought to 
be more welcome than your father's ſon, 
Sir. I hope you think ſo? 

O 2 Marlow. 
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Marlow. I do from my ſoul, Sir. I don't 
want much intreaty. I generally make my 
father's ſon welcome wherever he goes. 

Hardcaſtle. 1 believe you do, from my 
ſoul, Sir. But tho'I fay nothing to your 
own conduct, that of your Servants is in- 
ſufferable. Their manner of drinking is 
ſerting a very bad example i in this houſe, I 
aſſure you. 

Marlow. T proteſt, my very good Sir, 


that's no fault of mine. If they don't 


drink as they ought they are to blame. I 
ordered them not to ſpare the cellar. I did, 
I aſſure you. [To the fide ſcene. ] Here, 
let one of my ſervants come up. [| To him.] 
My poſitive directions were, that as I did 
not drink myſelf, they ſhould make up for 
my deficiencies below. 

Hardcaſtle. Then they had your orders 
for what they do! I'm fatisfied! 

Marlow. They had, I aflure you. You 
ſhall hear from one of themſelves. 


Enter SERVANT drunk, i238 


Marlow. You, Jeremy! Come forward, 
firrah! What were my orders? Were you 
not told to drink freely, and call for what 
you thought fit, for the good of the houſe? 
Haracaſtle. [Afide.] 1 begin to loſe my 

patience. | 
Feremy. Pleaſe your Honour, liberty and 
Fleet · ſtreet for ever! el I'm but a ſer- 
_ vant, 
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vant, I'm as good as another man. I'll drink 
for no man before ſupper, Sir, dammy ! 
Good liquor will fit upon a good ſupper, 
but a good ſupper will not fit upon 
hiccup ——upon my conſcience, Sir. 

Marlow. You ſee, my old friend, the fel- 
low is as drunk as he can poſſibly be. I 
don't know what you'd have more, unleſs 
you'd have the poor devil ſouſed in a beers 


barrel. 
Hardcaſtle. Zounds!. He'll drive me dis- 


trated if I 2 myſelf an longer. Mr. 
ir 


Marlow. Sir; I have ſubmitted to your 
infolence for more than four hours, and I 
ſee no likelihood of its coming to an end. 
I'm now reſolved to be maſter here, Sir, and 
I defire that you and your drunken pack 
may leave my houſe directly. | 
Marlow. Leave your houſe!—Sure you 
jeſt, my good friend? What, when I'm do- 
ing what I can to pleaſe you. 
Hardcaſile. I tell you, Sir, you don't pleaſe 
me! ſo I deſire you'll leave my houſe. 
Marlow. Sure you cannot be ſerious ? 
At this time o'night, and ſuch a night. You 
only mean to banter me? | 
Hardcaſtle. I tell you, Sir, Im ſerious; 


and, now that my paſlions are rouzed, I ſay 


this houſe is mine, Sir; this houſe is mine, 

and I command you to leave it directly. 
Marlow. Ha! ha! ha! A puddle in a 

ſtorm, I ſhan't ſtir a ſtep, I aſſure you. 
8 03 In 
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[In a ſerions tone.] This, your houſe, fel. 
low! It's my houſe. This is my houſe.— 
Mine, while I chuſe ro ſtay. Whar right 
have you to bid me leave this houſe, Sir? 
I-never met with ſuch impudence, curſe me, 
never in my whole life before. 

Hardcaſile. Nor I, confound me if ever I 
did. To come to my houſe, to call for 
what he likes, to turn me out of my own 
chair, to inſult the family, to order his ſer- 
vants to get drunk, and then to tell me This 
houſe is mine, Sir. By all that's impudent 
it makes me laugh. Ha! ha! ha! Pray, 
Sir, [bantering.] as you take the houſe, what 
think you of taking the reſt of the furni- 
ture? There's a pair of filver candleſticks, 
and there's a fire-ſcreen, and here's a pair of 
brazen noſed bellows, perhaps you may take 
a fancy to them? | | 

Marlow. Bring me your bill, Sir, bring 
me your bull, and let's make no more words 

about it. | | | 

Hardcaſile. There are a ſet of prints too. 
What think you of the rake's progreſs for 
your own apartment ? 

Marlow. Bring me your bill, I ſay; and 
III leave you and your infernal houſe di- 
realy. 3 
Hardcaſiſe. Then there's a mahogony ta- 
ble, that you may ſee your own face in. 


Marlow. My bill, I fay. | 
Hard- 


A ComEpy. 215 


Hardcafile. I had forgot the great chair, 
for your own e, Numbers, after a 
hearty meal. 

Marlow. Zounds! bring me my bill, I 
ſay, and let's hear no more on't. 

Hardcaſtle. Young man, young man, from 
your father's letter to me, I was taught to 
expect a well-bred modeſt man, as a viſitor 
here, but now I find him no better than a 
coxcomb and a bully ; but he will be down 
here preſently, and {hall hear more of it. 

[Exzt. 

Marlow. How's this! Sure I have not 
miſtaken the houſe! Every thing looks like 
an inn. The ſervants cry, coming. The 
attendance is aukward; the bar-maid too 
to attend us. But ſhe's here, and will fur- 
ther inform me. Whither ſo faſt, child? 
A word with you. | 


Enter Wiſs HARDCASTLE. 


Miſs Hardcaſile. Let it be ſhort then. 
I'm in a hurry. [Aſide.] I believe he begins 
to find out his miſtake, but it's too ſoon 
quite to undeceive him. 

Marlow. Pray, child, anſwer me one ques 
ſton. What are you, and what may your 
buſineſs in this houſe be? 

Fe Miſs Hardcaſile. A relation of the family, 
be: 

Marlow. What. A poor relation? 
O4 Miſs 
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Miſs Hardcaſtle. Yes, Sir. A poor rela. 
tion appointed to keep the keys, and to ſee 
that the gueſts want nothing in my power 
to give them. e 

Marlow. That is, you act as the bar-maid 
of this inn. . 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Inn. O law What 
brought that in your head. One of the beſt 
families in the county keep an inn. Ha! 
ha! ha! old Mr. Hardcaſtle's houſe an inn. 

Marlow. Mr. Hardcaſtle's houſe! Is this 
houſe Mr. Hardcaſtle's houſe, child ! 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Ay, ſure. - Whoſe. elſe 
ſhould it be, LE 


Marlow. So then all's out, and I have 


been damnably impoſed on. O, confound 
my ſtupid head, I ſhall be laugh'd at over 
the whole town. I ſhall be ſtuck up in 
caricatura in all the print-ſhops. The Dul- 
liſſimo Maccaroni. To miſtake this houſe 
of all others for an inn, and my father's old 


friend for an inn-keeper. What a ſwagger- 
ing puppy mult he take me for. What a 


filly puppy do I find myſelf. There again, 


may I be hang'd, my dear, but I miſtook - 


you for the bar-maid. 8 bar 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Dear me! dear me! I'm 
ſure there's nothing in my behavour to put 
me upon a level with one of that ſtamp. 


Marlow. Nothing, my dear, nothing. 


But 1 was in for a liſt of blunders, and could 
not help making you a ſubſcriber. My ſtu- 
5 | pidity 
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pidity ſaw every thing the wrong way. I. 


miſtook your aſſiduity for aſſurance, and your 
ſimplicity for allurement. But it's over 
This houſe I no more ſhew my face in. 


Miſs Hardcaſtle. J hope, Sir, I have done 


nothing to diſoblige you. I'm ſure I ſhould 
be ſorry to affront any gentleman who has 
been fo polite, and ſaid ſo many civil things 
to me. I'm ſure I ſhould be ſorry [pretend- 
ing to cry.] if he left the family upon my 
account. I'm ſure I ſhould be ſorry, people 
faid any thing amis, ſince J have no fortune 
but my character. | 
Marlow. [Afide.] By heaven, ſhe weeps. 
This is the firſt mark of tenderneſs I ever 
_ from a modeſt woman, and it touches 
Io her.] Excuſe me, my lovely girl, 


ws are the only part of the family I leave 


with reluftance. But to be plain with you, 
the difference of our birth, fortune and edu- 
cation, make an Wendt be connexion im- 
poſſible; and I can never harbour a thought 
of ſeducing ſimplicity that truſted in my 
honour, or bringing ruin upon one, whoſe 
only fault was being too lovely. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. [Afide.] Generous man! 
I now begin to admire him. | To him.] But 
I'm ſure my family is as good as Miſs Hard- 


caſtle's, and though I'm poor, that's no great 


misfortune to a Löntented mind, and, until 
this moment, I never thought char it was 
bad to want fortune. 

Marlow. 
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Marlow. And why now, my pretty ſim- 
plicity? . 5 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. Becauſe it puts me at a 
diſtance from one, that if I had a thouſand 
pound I would give it all to. | 

Marlow. [ Aſide.] This ſimplicity bewit- 
ches me, ſo that if I ſtay Imundone. I muſt 


make one bold effort, and leave her. To her.] 


Vour partiality in my favour, my dear, tou- 
ches me moſt ſenſibly, and were I to live 
for myſelf alone, I could eaſily fix my choice. 


But I owe too much to the opinion of rhe 


world, roo much to the authority of a fa- 
ther, ſo rhat I can ſcarcely ſpeak it 
it affects me. Farewell. | Exit. 
Miſs Hardcaſtle. I never knew half his 
merit till now. He ſhall not go, if I have 
power or art to detain him. III till pre- 
ſerve the character in which I ſtoop'd to 
conquer, but will undeceive my papa, who, 
perhaps, may laugh him out of his reſo. 
lution. IekExit. 


SCENE III. 


TON V, Miſs NE VII I E. 


Tony. Ay, you may ſteal for yourſelves 
the next time. I have done my duty. She 
has got the jewels again, that's a ſure thing; 


bur the believes it was all a miſtake of the 


ſer vants. 
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| Miſs Neville. But, my dear couſin, ſure 
you won't forſake us in this diſtreſs. If ihe 
in the leaſt ſuſpe&s that I am going off, I 
ſhall certainly be locked up, or ſent to my 
aunt Pedigree's, which is ten times worſe. 
Tony. To be ſure, aunts of all kinds are 
damn'd bad things. But what can I do? I 
have got you a pair of horſes 'that will fly 
like Whiſtlejacket, and I'm ſure you can't 
fay but I have courted you nicely before 
her face. Here ſhe comes, we muſt court 
a bit or two more, for fear ſhe ſhould. 
ſuſpe& us. | 


[ They retire, and ſeem to fondle. 


Enter Mrs. HARDCASTLE. 


Mrs. Hardcaſile. Well, T was greatly flut- 
tered, to be ſure. But my ſon tells me it 
was all a miſtake of the ſervants. I ſhan't 
be eaſy, however, till they are fairly mar- 
ried, and then let her keep her own fortune. 
But what do I fee! Fondling together, as 
I'm alive. I never ſaw Tony ſo ſprightly 
before. Ah! have I caught you, my pretty 
doves! What, billing, exchanging ſtolen 
glances, and broken murmurs. Ah! 
Tony. As for murmurs, mother, we grum- 
ble a little now and then, to be ſure. But 
there's no love loſt between us. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle., A mere ſprinkling, To- 
ny, upon the flame, only to make ir burn 


brighter. 
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Miſs Neville, Couſin Tony promiſes to 
give us more of his company at home. In. 
deed, he ſhan't leave us any more. It won't 

leave us couſin Tony, will it? 

Tony. O! it's a pretty creature. No, I'd 

ſooner leave my horſe in a pound, than 
leave you when you ſmile upon one ſo.— 
Your laugh makes you ſo becoming. 
* Miſs Neville. Agreeable couſin! Who can 
help admiring that natural humour, that 
pleaſant, broad, red, thoughtleſs, [parting 
bis cheek] ab! it's a bold face. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. Pretty innocence. 
Tony. I'm ſure I always lov'd couſin Con's 

| hazle eyes, and her pretty long fingers, that 
the twiſts this way and that, over "the has- 
picholls, like a parcel of bobbins. | 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. Ah, he would charm the 
bird from the tree. I was never ſo happy 
before. My boy takes after his father, 
poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The jewels, 
my dear Con, ſhall be your's incontinently. 
You ſhall have them. Isn't he a ſweet boy, 
my dear? You ſhall be married to-marrow, 
and we'll put off the reſt of his education, 

Jike Dr. 9 ſermons, to a fitter * 


ee 


Enter D1G6GORY. 


Diggory. Where's the Squire? I have 


got a letter for your Worſhip. 
Tony. 


0 
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' Tony. Give it to my mam She reads 
all my letters firſt. | 

Diggory. I had orders to deliver it into 
your own hands. 

Tony. Who does it come from? 

Diggory. Your Worſhip muſt aſk that 

othe letter itſelf. 

Tony. 1 could wiſh to know, cho [pon ning 

the letter, and gazing on it.! 


Miſs Neville. [Afide.] Undone, os 
A letter to him from Haſtings. I know the 


hand. If my aunt ſees it, we are ruined for 


ever. I'll keep her employ'd a little if I 
can. [To Mrs. Herdcaſtle.] But I have not 
told you, Madam, of my coulin's ſmart anſ- 
wer juſt now to Mr. Marlow. We ſo 
laugh'd vou muſt know, Madam, 
this way a BONE, for he muſt not hear us. 

Nie con fer. 


life. I can od your eint. a very well. 

But here there are ſuch handles, and ſhanks, 
and daſhes, that one can ſcarce tell the head 
from the tail. To Anthony Lumpkin, Eſquire. 
It's very odd, I can read the outſide of my 
letters, where my own name is, well enough. 
But when I come to open it, it's all- buzz. 
That's hard, very hard; for the inſide of 
the letter is always the cream of the cor- 


Mrs. 


| reſpondence. | 
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Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Ha! ha! ha! very well, 
very well. And ſo my ſon was too hard 
for the philoſopher. 


Mi ſe Neville. Yes, Madam; but you muſt 
hear the reſt, Madam. A little more this 
way, or he may hear us. You'll hear how 
he puzzled him again. 


Mrs. Hardcaſtle. He ſeems ſtrangely puzz- 
led now himſelf, methinks. 


Tony. [Still gazing. A damn'd up nd 
down hand, as if it was diſguiſed in liquor. 
[ Reading.] Dear Sir. Ay, that's that. Then 
there's an M, and a T, and an 5, but whe- 
ther the next be an izzard or an R, con- 
found me, I cannot rell. | 


Mrs. Hardcaſile. What's that, my dear, 
Can I give you any aſliſtance ? 

Miſs Neville. Pray, aunt, let me read it. 
No body reads a cramp hand better than J. 


[twitching the letter from her.] Do you know 
who it is from? 


Tony. Can't tell, except from Dick Gin- 
ger the feeder. 


* Miſs Neville. Ay, ſo it is, [ pretending to 
read.] Dear *Squire, Hoping that you're in 


health, as I am at this preſent. The gent- 


lemen of the Shake bag club has cur the 
gentlemen of gooſe-green,quite out of fea- 
ther. The odds _—um-— odd battle 
um——long fighting um here, here, i = 
" a 
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all about cocks, and fighting; it's of no 
conſequence, here, put it up, put it up. 
[thruſting the crumpled letter upon him. 
Tony. But I tell you, Miſs, it's of all the 
conſequence in the world. I would not 
loſe the reſt of it for a guinea, Here, mo- 
ther, do you make it out. Of no conſe- 
quence! [giving Mrs. Hardcaſtle the letter. 
Mrs. Hardcaſile. How's this! [reads.] Dear 
Squire, Im now waiting for Miſs Neville, 
with a poſt-chaiſe and pair, at the bottom of 
the garden, bur I find my horſes yer unable 
to perform the journey. I expe& you'll 
aſſiſt us with a pair of freſh horſes, as you 
promiſed. Diſpatch is neceſſary, as the ha 
ſay the hag] your mother, will otherwiſe 
ſuſpe& us.  Your's, Haſtings. Grant me 
patience. I ſhall run diſtracted. My rage 
choaks me. 
Miſs Neville. T hope, Madam, you'll ſus- 
pend your reſentment for a few moments, 
and not impute to me any impertinence, or 
finiſter deſign that belongs to another, 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. [Curteſying very low.] 
Fine ſpoken, Madam, you are moſt miracu- 
louſly polite and engaging, and quite the 
very pink of curteſy and cireumſpedtion, 
Madam. [Changing her tone.] And you, 
you great ill-faſhioned oaf, with ſcarce 
ſenſe enough to keep your mouth ſhur. 
Were you too join'd againſt me? But Fl. 
defeat all your plots in a moment. As for 
9 8 N 
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you, Madam, fince you have got a pair of 
freſh horſes ready, it would be cruel to 
diſappoint them. So, if you pleaſe, inſtead 
of running away with your ſpark, prepare, 
this very moment, to run off with me, 
Your old aunt Pedigree will keep you ſe- 
cure, I'll warrant me. You too, Sir, may 
mount your horſe, and guard us upon the 
way. Here, Thomas, Roger, Diggory, I'1! 
ſhew you, that I wiſh you better than you 
do yourſelves. Exit. 

Miſs Neville. So now I am SON 
ruined. | 
Tony. Ay, that's a ſure thing. 
_ Miſs. Neville. What better could be ex- 
pected from being connected with ſuch a 
ſtupid fool, and aſter all the nods and ſigns 
I made him. 

Tony. By the laws, Miſs, it was your 
_ own cleverneſs, and not my. ſtupidity, that 
did your buſineſs. You were ſo nice and 
ſo buſy with your Shake-bags and Gooſe- 
greens, thar I thought you could never be 


making believe. 


Enter HAS TIN GS. 
1 So, Sir, I find by my ſervant, 
that you have ſhewn my letter, and betray'd 
Was this well done, young gentleman? 
ages. Here's another. Aſk Miſs there 
who betray'd you. Ecod, 1 it was her doing, 


not mine. 
Enter 
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Enter MARLOW. 


Marlow. So J have been finely uſed here 
among you. Rengered contemptible, dri- 
ven into ill manners, deſpiſed, inſulted, 
laugh'd at. | 

Tony. Here's 1 We ſhall have 
old Bedlam brake looſe preſently. 

Miſs Neville. And there, Sir, is the gent- 
leman to whom we all owe every obligation. 
Marlow. What can I ay to him, a mere 


thar would grace correction. 

Miſs Neville. Vet with cunning and ma- 
lice enough to make himſelf merry with 
all our embarraſſments. 

Haſtings. An inſenſible cub. 

Marlow. Replete with tricks and miſchief. 

Tony, Baw! damme, bur I'll fight you 
both one after the other, —with baſkets. 

Marlow. As for him, he's below reſent- 
ment. But your conduct, Mr. Haſtings, re- 
quires an explanation. You knew of my 
miſtakes, yer would not undeceive me. 

Haſtings. Tortured as I am with my own. 
diſappointments, i is this a time for explana- 
tions. It is not f: e Mr. Marlow. 
Marlow. But, Sir = 
Vor. I. P Miſs 
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Miſs Neville, Mr. Marlow, we never kept 


on your miſtake, till it was too late to un- 
deceive you. Be pacified, 


Enter SERV ANT. 

Servant. My miſtreſs deſires you'll get 
ready immodignaly, Madam. The horſes 
are putting to. Your hat and things are in 
the next room. We are to go thirty miles 


before morning. . 
Miſs Neville. Well, well; III come pre- 
ſently. 


Marlow. [To Rade J Was it well done, 
Sir, to aſſiſt in rendering me ridiculous. 
To hang me out for the ſcorn of all my 
acquaintance. Depend upon it, Sir, I ſhall 
expect an explanation. 


Haſtings, Was it well done, Sir, if you're 
upon that ſubje&, to deliver what I entruſt- 


ed to yourſelf, to the care of another, Sir? 
Miſs Neville. Mr. Haſtings. Mr. Marlow. 


Why will you increaſe my diſtreſs by this 


groundleſs diſpute. I implore, [ intreat 
you 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Your cloak, Madam. My mis- 
treſs is impatient. 

Miſs Neville. T come. Pray be pacified. 
If I leave you _ I ſhall die with 9 
henſion. 


% 


1 
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Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Your fan, muff, and gloves, Ma- 
dam. The horſes are waiting. 

Miſs Neville. O, Mr. Marlow! if you 
knew what a ſcene of conſtraint and ill- na- 
ture lies before me, I'm ſure it would con- 
vert your reſentment into pity. 

Marlow. I'm fo diſtracted with a variety 
of paſſions, that I don't know what I do, 
Forgive me, Madam. George, forgive me. 
You know my haſty temper, and ſhould not 
exaſperate it. 

Haſtings. The torture of my ſituation is 
my only excuſe. 

Miſs Neville. Well, my dear Haſtings, if 
you have that eſteem for me that I think, 
that I am ſure you have, your conſtancy for 
three years will but encreaſe the happineſs 
of our future connexion. If. 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. [Within.] Miſs Neville. 
Conſtance, why Conſtance, I fay. 

Miſs Neville. Pm coming. Well, con- 
ſtancy. Remember, conſtancy i is the word. 

[ Exit. 

Haſtings. My heart! How can I ſupport 
this. To be ſo near happineſs, and ſuch 
happineſs. 

Moths. [To Tony.] Youſee now, young 
gentleman, the effects of your folly. What 
might be amuſement to you, is here diſap- 
pointment, and even diſtreſs. 


P 2 
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Tony. [From @ reverie.] Ecod, I have hit 
it, Ir's here. Your hands. Yours and 
yours, my poor Sulky. My boors there, ho, 
Meer me two hours hence at the botrom of 
the garden; and if you don't find Tony 
Lumpkin a more good-natur'd fellow than 
you thought for, I'll give you leave to rake 
my beſt horſe, and Ber Bouncer. into the 
bargain. Come along. My boots, ho. 

[Exeunt, 


END or THE FoURTH ACT. 


ACT 
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G SCENE I. 


rie aud r 


3 OU ſaw the Old Lad nd 
Tg, Y Miſs Neville drive of you 
ſay? | ag 
* Les, your Honour. They went 
off in a poſt coach, and the young Squire 
went on horſeback. They're thirry miles 
off by this time. 

Haſtings. Then all my hopes are over. 

Servant. Yes, Sir. Old Sir Charles is ar- 
rived, He and the Old Gentleman of the 
houſe have been laughing at Mr. Marlow's 
miſtake this half hour. They are coming 
this way. : 

Haſtings. Then I muſt not be ſeen. So 
now to my fruitleſs appointment at the bot- 
tom of the garden, This is about the 
time, | * [ Exit. 


SCENE IL 
Sir CHARLES, and HARDCASTLE. 


Hardcaſile. Ha! ha! ha! The peremptory 
tone in which he ſent forth his ſublime 
commands. 

Sir Charles. And the lr with which 


I ſuppoſe he treated all your advances. 
53 — 
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Hardcaſtle. And yet he might have ſeen ſo- 
mething in me above a common inn-keeper, 
too. 

Sir Charles. Yes, Dick, but he miſtook 
you for an uncommon inn-keeper. Ha! 
ha! ha! 1 

Hardcaſtle. Well, I'm in too good ſpirits 
to think of any thing but joy. Yes, my 
_ dear friend, this union of our families will 

make our perſonal friendſhips hereditary ; 
and tho' my daughter's fortune is hut ſinall 

Sir Charles, Why, Dick, will you talk of 
fortune to me. My ſon is poſſefled of more 
than a competence already, and can want 
nothing but a good and virtuous girl to 
Thare his happineſs and encreaſe ir. If they 
like each other, as you ſay they do 

Hardcaſtle. If, man. I tell you they do 
like each other. My daughter as good as 
told me fo. | 

Sir Charles. But girls are apt to flatter 
themſelves, you know. | 
_ Hardcaſile. I ſaw him graſp her hand in 
the warmeſt manner myſelf; and here he 
comes to put you out of your zfs, I war- 
rant him. 


Enter MiaRLow. 


Marlow. I come, Sir, once more, to aſk 
pardun for my ſtrange conduct. I can 
ſcarce refle& on my inſolence without con- 


fuſion. | 
Hard- 


A CoMEvDy. 231 


Hardenſtle. Tut, boy, a trifle. You 
take it too gravely, An hour or two's 
laughing with my daughter will ſer" all to 
rights again. She'll never like you the 
worſe for it. 

Marlow. Sir, I ſhall be always proud of 
her approbation. To 

Hardcaſtle. Approbation is but a cold 
word, Mr. Marlow; if I am not deceived, 
you have ſomething more than approbation 
thereabours. You take me, 

Marlow. Really, Sir, I have not that 
happineſs. | | 

Hardcaſile. Come, boy, I'm an old fel- 
low, and know what's what, as well as 
you that are younger. I know what has 
paſt between you; but mum 
Marlow. Sure, Sir, nothing has paſt 
between us but the moſt profound reſpe& 
on my ſide, and the moſt diſtant reſerve on 
her'ss You don't think, Sir, that my im- 
pudence has been paſt upon all the reſt of 
the family. 1 | 

Hardcaſiſe. Impudence! No, I don't 
ſay rthat—Not quite impudence—Though 
girls like to be play'd with, and rumpled a 
little tho ſometimes. Bur ſhe has told no 
tales, I aſſure you. 1 
Marlow. I never gave her the ſlighteſt 
cauſe. . | 

Hardcaſtle. Well, well, I like modeſty 
in its place well enough. But this is over- 

P 4 . acting, 
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acting, young gentleman. You may be 
open. Your father and I will like you the 
better for it. 

_ Marlow. May J die, Sir, if Jever 

Hardcaſile, I tell you, ſhe don't diſlike 
you; and as I'm ſure you like her 

Marlow. Dear Sir—lI proteſt, Sir—— _ 

 Hardcaſile. I ſee no reaſon why you 
ſhould not be joined as faſt as the, parſon 
can tie you. 

Marlow. But hear me, Sir 
Hardcaſtle Your father approves the 
march, I admire it, every moment's delay 
Will be doing miſchief, ſo ; 

Marlow. Bur why won't you hear me? 
By all that's juſt and true, I never gave 
Miſs Hardcaſtle the ſlighteſt mark of my 
attachment, or even the moſt diſtant hint 
to ſuſpec me of affection. We had but 
one interview, and that was formal, modeſt 
and unintereſting. 

Hardcaftle. [Afide.) This fellow's formal 
modeſt impudence is beyond bearing. 

Sir Charles. And you never graſp'd her 
hand, or made any proteſtations! 

Marlow. As heaven is my witneſs, I 
came down in obedience to your commands. 
I ſaw the lady without emotion, and parted 
without reluctance. I hope you'll exact no 
further proofs of my duty, nor prevent me 
from leaving a houſe in which I ſuffer ſo 


many mortifications. | [Exit. 
Sir 
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Sir. Charles. I'm aſtoniſh'd at the air of 
ſincerity with which he parted. 

Hardcaſtle. And I'm aſtoniſh'd at the de- 
liberate intrepidity of his aſſurance. 
Sir Charles. 1 dare pledge my life and 
honour upon his truth. 

Hardcaſtle. Here comes my daughter, 
and I would ſtake my happineſs upon her 
veracity. 


Enter Miſs HARDCASTLE. 


Hardecaſtle. Kate, come hither, child. 
Anſwer us ſincerely, and without reſerve; 
has Mr. Marlow made you any profeſſions 
of love and affection? 

Miſs Hardcaſile. The queſtion i is very ab- 
rupt, Sir! But ſince you require unreſerved 
ſincerity, I think he has. 

Hardcaſile. | To Sir Charles.] You ſee. 
Sir Charles. And pray, Madam, have you 
and my ſon had more than one interview? 

Mis Hardcaſtile. Ves, Sir, ſeveral. 

Hardcaſtle. | io Sir Charles.) You ſee. 

Sir Charles. But did he profeſs any at- 
tachment * 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. A laſting one. 

Sir Charles. Did he talk of love ? 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Much, Sir. 

Sir Charles. Amazing! And all this for- 
mally ? 

AM. 2 2 Har deaftle Formally. 

Hard- 
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Hardcaſtle. Now, my friend, I hope you 
are ſatisfied. 

Sir Charles. And how did he behave, 
Madam ? : 

Miſs Hardcaſile. As moſt profeſt admirers 
do. Said ſome civil things of my face, talk- 
ed much of his want of merit, and the 
greatneſs of mine; mentioned his heart, 
gave a ſhort tragedy ſpeech, and ended 
with pretended rapture. 

Sir Charles. Now I'm perfectly convinced, 
indeed. I know his converſation among 
women to be modeſt and ſubmiſſive. This 
forward canting ranting manner by no 
means deſcribes him, and I am ee, he 
never ſate for the picture. 

Miſs Hardcafile. Then what, Sir, if 
ſhould convince you to your face of my 
ſincerity? If you and my papa, in abour 


half an hour, will place yourſelves behind 


that ſcreen, you ſhall hear him declare his 


Paſſion to me in perſon. 
Sir Charles. Agreed. And if I find him 


what you deſcribe, all my ee in him 


muſt have an end. [ Exit. 
Miſs Hardcafile. And if you don't find 


him what I deſcribe—l fear my happineſs 


muſt never have a 3 en ( Exit. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE III. 
The back of the Garden. 


Enter HASTINGS. 


Haſtings. What an ideot am I, to wait 
here for a fellow, who probably takes a de- 
light in mortifying me. He never intended 
to be punQual, and I'll wait no longer. 
What do I fee, It is he, and perhaps with 
news of my Conſtance. 


Enter ToNy, booted and ſpattered. 


Haſtings. My honeſt Squire! I now find 
you a man of your word. This looks like 
friendſhip. 

Tony. Ay, Tm your friend, and the beſt 
friend you have in the world, if you knew 
but all. This riding by night, by the bye, 
is curſedly tireſome. It has ſhook me worſe 
than the baſker of a ſtagecoach, 

Haſtings. But how ? Where did youleave 
your fellow travellers? Are they in ſafety ? 
Are they houſed? 

Tony. Five and twenty miles in two hours 
and a half is no ſuch bad driving. The 
poor beaſts have ſoaked for it: Rabbet me, 
bur I'd rather ride forty miles after a fox, 
than ten with ſuch varment. 

Haſtings. Well, but where have you left 
the ladies? I die with impatience. 

Tony. 
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Tony. Left them? Why where ſhould I 
leave them, but where I found them. 

Haſtings. This is a riddle. 

Tony. Riddle me this then. What's that 
goes round the houſe, and round the houſe, 
and never touches the houſe ? 

Haſtings. I'm ſtill aſtray. 5 | 

Tony. Why that's ir, mon. I have led 
them aſtray. By jingo, there's not a pond 
or ſlough within five miles of the place bur 
they can tell the taſte of. | 

Haſtings. Ha, ha, ha, I underſtand; you 
took them in a round, while they ſuppoſed 
themſelves going fotward, And fo you 
have at laſt brought them home again. 

Tony. You ſhall hear. I firſt took them 
down Feather. bed - lane, where we ſtuck 
faſt in the mud. I then rattled them crack 
over the ſtones of Up- and- down Hill—I 
then introduc'd them to the gibbet on Hea- 
vy-tree Heath, and from thar, with a cir- 
cumbendibus, I fairly lodged them in the 
horſepond at the bottom of the garden. 

Haſtings. But no accident, I hope. 

Tony. No, no. Only mother is confound- 
edly frightened. She thinks herſelf forty 
miles off. She's ſick of the journey, and 
the cattle can ſcarce crawl. So if your own 
horſes be ready, you may whip off with 

coulin, and I'll be bound that no ſoul here 


can budge a foot to follow you. 
Haſtings. 
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_ Haſtings. My dear friend, how can I be 
grateful? _ 

Tony, Ay, now its dear friend, noble 
Squire. Juſt now, it was all ;deor; cub, 
and run me through the guts. Damn your way 
of fighting, I ſay. After we take a knock 
in this part of the country, we kiſs and be 


friends. But if you had run me through 


the guts, then I ſhould be dead, and you 
might go kifs the hangman. | 
Haſtings. The rebuke is juſt. But I muſt 


haſten to relieve Miſs Neville; if you keep 


the old lady employed, I pronanes to take 
care of the young one. 

Tony. Never fear me. Here ſhe comes. 
Vaniſh. She's got from the pond, and 
draggled * to the waiſt like a mermaid. 

[Exit HASTINGS. 


Enter Mrs. HARDCASTLE. 


Mrs. Hardcaſile. Oh, Tony, I'm killed. 
Shook. Batrered to death. 1 ſhall never 
ſurvive it. Thar laſt jolt that laid us againſt 
the quickſer hedge has done my buſineſs. 

Tony. Alack, Mama, it was all your own 
fault. You would be for running away by 
night, without knowing one inch of the way. 

Mrs. Hardcaftle. l wiſh we were at home 
again, I never met ſo many accidents in ſo 
ſhort a journey. Drench'd in the mud, 
overturn'd 1 in a ditch, ſtuck faſt in a flough, 

| jolced 
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jolted to a jelly, and at laſt to loſe our way. 
Whereabouts do you think we are, Tony? 

Tony. By my gueſs we ſhould be upon 
Crackikull common, about forty miles from 
home. 

Mrs. Hardeaſtle. O lud! O lud! the moſt 
notorious ſpot in all the country. We only 
want a robbery to make a complete night 
on't. 

Tony. Don't be AT Mama, don't be 
/ afraid; Two of the five that kept here are 
hanged, and the other three may not find 
us. Don't be afraid. Is that a man that's 
galloping behind us? No; it's only a tree. 
Don't be afraid. 


Mrs. Hardcaſtle. The fright will certain- 


ly kill me. 

Tony. Do you ſee any thing like a black 
hat moving behind the thicker ? 

Mrs. Hardeaftle. O death! 


Tony. No, it's only a cow. Don't be 


afraid, Mama; don't be afraid. | 

Mrs. Hardcaſile. As I'm alive, Tony, I 
ſee a man coming towards us. Ah! Im 
ſure on't. If he perceives us we are undone, 

Tony. I Aſide.] Father-in-law, by all that's 
unlucky, come to take one of his night 
walks. [To her.] Ah, it's a highwayman, 
with piſtils as long as my arm. A damn'd 
ill-looking fellow. 


Mrs. Hardcaſple. Good heaven defend us! | 


He «<a 
Tony. 
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Tony. Do you hide yourſelf in that thicket, 
and leave me to manage him. If there be 
any danger, I'll cough and cry: hem. When 
I cough be ſure to keep cloſe. 
[Mrs. Hardcaſile hides behind a tree in 

| the back ſcene. 


Enter HARDCASTLE. 


Hardenſtle. Im miſtaken, or I heard voi- 
ces of people in want of help. Oh, Tony, 
is that you? I did not expect you ſo ſoon 
back. Are your mother and her charge in 
ſafety ? 

Tony. Very ſafe, Sir, at my aunt Pedi- 

ree's. Hem. ; 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. [From behind.] Ah death! 
I find there's danger. | 

Hardcaſtle. Forty miles in three hours; 
ſure, that's too much, my youngſter. 

| Tony. Stout horſes and willing minds 
make ſhort journies, as they ſay. Hem. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. From behind.] Sure he'll 
do the dear boy no harm. - | 

Hardcaſtle. But I heard a voice here; I 


ſhould be glad to know from whence ir 


came, 5 
Tony. It was I, Sir, talking to myſelf, Sir. 
I was ſaying that forty miles in four hours 
was very good going, Hem. As to be 
ſure it was. Hem. I have got a ſort of 
cold by being out in the air, We'll go in, 
if you pleaſe. Hem. 

Hardcaſile. 
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Hardcaſile. But if you talk'd to yourſelf, 
you did not anſwer yourſelf. I am certain 
T heard two voices, and am reſolved [raiſing 
his voice.] to find the other out. 


Mrs. Hardcaſile. [From behind. Oh! he's 


coming to find me out. Oh! 

Tony. What need you go, Sir, if Itell you, 
Hem. Tl lay down my life for the truth 
—bem— Il tell you all, Sir. [detaining hin. 

Hardcaſile. | tell you, I will not be de- 
tained. I inſiſt on ſeeing. It's in vain to 
expect I'll believe you. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Running forward From 
behind.) O lud, he'll murder my poor boy, 
my darling. Here, good gentleman, whet 
your rage upon me. Take my money, my 
life, but ſpare that young gentleman, ___ 
my child, if you have any mercy. 

Hardeaftle. My wife! as I'm a Chriſtian, 
From whence can {he come, or what does 
ſhe mean! 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. [Kneeling.] Take com- 
paſſion on us, good Mr. Highwayman — 
Take our money, our watches, all we have, 
but ſpare our lives. We will never bring 
you to juſtice, indeed we won't, good Mr. 
Highwayman. 

Hardcaſtle. I believe the woman's out 
of her ſenſes. What, n don't you 
know me? 

Mrs. Hardcaſile, Mr. Hardcaftle, as I'm 


alive! My fears blinded me. But who, my 
| 4 dear, 


nal. | 2 Wo 
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dear, could have expected to meet you 


here, in this frighriul place, ſo far from 
home. What has brought you to follow us? 
Hardcaſtle. Sure, Dorothy, you have not 
loſt your wits. So far from home, when 
„ou are within forty yards of your own 
door. [To him.] This is one of your old 
tricks, you graceleſs rogue you. [Io her.] 


Don't you know the gate, and the mulber- 


rytree; and don't you remember the horſe- 
pond, my dear? | | : 
Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Yes, I ſhall remember 


the horſepond as long as I hve; I have 


caught my death in it. [To Tony.] And is 
it to you, you graceleſs varlet, I owe all 
this. I'll teach you to abuſe your mother, 
kak 412) | | 

Tony. Ecod, mother, all the pariſh ſays 


1 


you have ſpoil'd me, and ſo you may take 
the fruits on't. 


Mrs. Hardcaſtle. T'll ſpoil you, I will. 
[Follows him off the ſtage. Exit. 
; Hardcaſile. There's morality, however, 
in his reply. | [Exit. 


F 
Has TIN Gs and Mifs NE VILLE. 


Haſtings. My dear Conſtance, why will 
you deliberate thus? If we delay a moment, 
all is loſt for ever. Pluck up a little reſo. 

Vo I. I. 55 lution, 
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lution, and we ſhall ſoon be out of the 
reach of her malignity. | 

Miſs Neville, 1 find it impoſſible. My 
ſpirirs are ſo ſunk with the agitations I have 
ſuffered, that I am unable to face any new 
danger. 'Two or three years patience will 
at laſt crown us with happineſs. 


Haſtings. Such a tedious delay is worſe 


than inconſtancy. Let us fly, my charmer. 
Let us date our happineſs from this very 
moment. Periſh fortune. Love and con- 
tent will encreaſe what we poſſeſs beyond 
a monarch's revenue. Let me prevail. 
Miſs Neville. No, Mr. Haſtings; no — 
Prudence once more comes to my relief, 
and I will obey its dictates. In the moment 
of paſſion, fortune may be deſpiſed, bur it 
ever produces a laſting repentance. I'm re- 


ſolved to apply to Mr. Hardcaſtle's compaſ- | 


ſion and juſtice for redreſs. 

os jth But tho' he had the will, he has 
not the power to relieve you. 

Miſs Neville. But he has influence, and 
upon that I am reſolved to rely, _ 

Haſtings. I have no hopes. But ſince you 
1 I muſt e obey you. 

e 


SCENE 


A Comedy. 243 
SCENE V. 
A room in Hardcaſile's Houſe. 


Sir CHARLES, Miſs HARD CASTLE. | 


Sir Charles. What a ſituation am I in. If 
what you ſay appears, I ſhall then find a 
guilty ſon. If what he ſays be true, I ſhall 
then loſe one that, of all others, I moſt 
wiſh'd for a daughter. 

Miſs Ha Acaſlle. I am proud of your ap- 
probation, and to ſhew I merit it, if you 
place yourſelves as I dire&ed, you ſhall hear 
his explicit declaration. But he comes. 

Sir Charles. PII to your father, and keep 
him to the appointment. 2 


Enter MARL o w. 


Marlow. Tho' prepar'd for ſerting out, 1 
come once more to take leave, nor did I, 
till this moment, know the uu I feel in 
the ſepararion. 


_ Hardcaſtle. [In her own natural man. 


er.] I believe theſe ſufferings cannot be 


ver great, Sir, which you can ſo eaſily re- 


move. A day or two longer, perhaps, might 
leſſen your uneaſineſs, by ſhewing the little 
value of what you now think proper to 

regret. . 
Marlow. [A/rde.] This girl every moment 
improves upon me. [To her.] It muſt not 
„ be, 
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be, Madam. TI have already trifled too long 
wich my heart. My very pride begins to 
ſubmit to my paſſion. The diſparity of 
education and fortune, the anger.of a parenr, 
and the contempt of my equals, begin to 


loſe their weight; and nothing can reſtore 


me to myſelf, but this painful effort of re- 
ſolution. 

Miſs Hardeaftle. Then go, Sir. I'll urge no- 
thing more to detain you. Tho' my family 
be as good as her's you came down to viſit, 
and my education, I hope, not inferior, whar 
aretheſe advantages withour equal affluence? 
I muſt remain contented with the ſlight ap- 
probation of imputed merit; I muſt have 
only the mockery of your addreſſes, while 
all your ſerious aims are fix d on fortune. 


Enter 1 and Sir CHAR- 
L Es from behind. 


Sir Charles. Here, behind this ſcreen. 

Hardcaſtle. Ay, Ay, make no noiſe. III 
engage my Kate covers him with confuſion 
at laſt. 

Marlow. By heavens, Madam, fortune 
was ever my ſmalleſt conſideration. Your 
beauty at firſt caught my eye; for who could 
ſee that without emotion. But every mo- 
ment that I converſe with you, ſteals in ſome 
new grace, heightens the picture, and gives 


it ſtronger — What at firſt ſeem d 
ruſtic 


9 WV vu 


19 wow 


. >= » an 


ruſtic plainneſs, now appears refin'd ſimpli- 
city. What ſeem'd forward aſſurance, now 
ſtrikes me as the reſult of courageous inno- 
cence, and conſcious virtue. 

Sir Charles. What can it mean! He ama- 
zes me! 

Hardeaſtle. I told you how it would be. 
mam?” + 

Marlow. I am now determined to ſtay, 
Madam, and I have roo good an opinion of 
my father's diſcernment, when he ſees you, 
to doubt his approbation. 

Miſs Hardeaſtle. No, Mr. Marlow, I will 
not, cannot detain you. Do you think I 
could ſuffer a connexion, in which there is 
the ſmalleſt room for repentance? Do you 
think I would take the mean advantage of a 
tranſient paſſion, to load you with confuſion? 
Do you think I could ever reliſh that hap- 


pineſs, which was acquired by leſſening 


your's? 

Marlow. By all that's good, I can have 
no happineſs but what's in your power to 
grant me. Nor ſhall T ever feel repentance, 
but in not having ſeen your merits before. 
I will ſtay, even contrary to your wiſhes ; 
and tho' you ſhould perſiſt to ſhun me, I 
will make my reſpe&ful aſſiduities atone 
for the levity of my paſt conduk. 

Miſs Hardcaſile. Sir, I muſt entreat you I 
deſiſt. As our acquaintance began, fo let it 
end, in indifference. I might have givenan 
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hour or two to levity; but ſeriouſly, Mr, 
Marlow, do you think I could ever ſubmit 
to a connexion, where I muſt appear mer- 
cenary, and yow impradent? Do you think 
J could ever catch at the confident addreſſes 
of a ſecure admirer? 

Marlow. [Kneeling.] Does this look like 
ſecurity. Does this look like confidence, 
No, Madam, every moment that ſhews me 
your merit, only ſerves to encreaſe my dif- 
fidence and confuſion. Here let me con- 


tinue— 
Sir Charles. I can hold no longer. Char- 


les, Charles, how haſt thou deceived me! Is 


this your indifference, your unintereſting 


converſation |! | 
Hardcaſile. Your cold contempt ; your for- 


mal interview. What have you to ſay now? 


Marlow. That Im all amazement! What 
can it mean! 

Hardcaſtle. It means that you can ſay and 
unſay things at pleaſure. That you can ad- 
dreſs a lady in private, and deny it in public; 
that you have one ſtory for us, and another 
for my daughter. 

Marlow. Daughter — this Lady your 


daughter 


Hardcaſtle. Yes, Sir, my only daughter. 
My Kate, whoſe elſe ſhould ſhe be? 

Marlow. Oh, the devil. 

Mis Hardcafile. Yes, Sir, that very iden- 


tical tall ſquinting lady you were pleaſed to 
take 


« ** 
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take me for, ſcurteſying.] She that you ad- 
dreſſed as the mild, modeſt, ſentimental man 
of gravity, and the bold forward agreeable 
rattle of the ladies club; ha! ha! ha! 

Marlow. Zounds, there's no bearing this ; 
it's worſe than death. 

Miſs Hardcaſtle. In which of your che- 
racters, Sir, will you give us leave to addreſs 
you. As the faultering gentleman, with 
looks on the ground, that ſpeaks juſt to be 
heard, and hates hypocriſy; or the loud 
confident creature, that keeps it up with 
Mrs. Mantrap, and old Miſs Biddy Buckikin, 
till three in the morning; ha! ha! ha! 

Marlow. O, curſe on my noiſy head. I 
never attempted to be impudent yer, that 
I was not taken down. I muſt be gone. 

Hardcaſtle. By the hand of my body, but 
you {hall not. I ſee it was all a miſtake, 
and I am rejoiced to find it. You ſhall not, 
Sir, I tell you. I know the'll forgive you. 
Won't you forgive him, Kate? We'll all 
forgive you. Take courage, man! 


[They retir 8 [he tormenting him to the 
| back Scene. 


Enter Mrs, HARDCASTLE and 


To Nx. 
Mrs. Hodel So, ſo, they're gone off 
Let them go, 1 care not. ; 


n. Who gone? | 5 
2 4 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Hardcaſile. My dutiful niece and her 

gentleman, Mr. Haſtings, from Town. He 
who came down with our modeſt viſitor 
here. 
Sir Charles. Who, my honeſt George Ha- 
ſtings. As worthy a fellow as lives, and 
the girl could not have made a more prudent 
choice. 

Hardcaſtle. Then, by the hand of my 
body, I'm proud of the connexion. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Well, if he has taken 
away the lady, he has not taken her fortune, 
that remains in this family to conſole us for 
her lols. 

Hardecaſtle. Sure Dorothy you would not 
be ſo mercenary ? 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Ay, that's my affair, not 
your's. But you know if your ſon, when 
of age, refuſes to marry his couſin, her 
whole fortune is then at her own diſpoſal. 

Hardcaſtle. Ay, but he's not of age, and 


ſhe has not thought proper to wait lor his 


refuſal. 
Enter HaSTINGs and Mike NeEviLLE. 
Mrs. Hardcaſile. [Afide.] What returned 


fo ſoon, I begin nor to like it. 


Haſtings. | To Hardcaſile.] For my late at- 


tempt to fly off with your niece, let my pre- 
ſent confuſion be my puniſhment. We are 
now come back, to appeal from your juſtice 


to "__ humanity. By her father's conſent, 
I 
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I firſt paid her my addreſſes, and our paſſions 
were firſt founded in duty. 

Miſs Neville, Since his death, J have been 
obliged to ſtoop to diflimulation to avoid 
oppreſſion. In an hour of levity, I was rea- 
dy even to give up my fortune to ſecure 
my choice. But I'm now recover'd from 
the deluſion, and hope from your tenderneſs 
what is denied me froma nearer connexion. 

Mrs. Hardcaſtle. Pſhaw, pſhaw, this is all 
but the whining end of a modern novel. 

Hardenſtle. Be it what it will, Tm glad 
they're come back to reclaim their due. — 
Come hither, Tony, boy. Do you refuſe 
this lady's hand whom I now offer you? 

Tony. What fignifies my refuſing. You 
know Ican't refuſe her till Pm of age, father. 

Hardcaſtle. While I thought concealing 
your age, boy, was likely to conduce to your 
improvement, I concurred with your mo- 
ther's deſire to keep it ſecret. But ſince I 
find ſhe turns it to a wrong uſe, I muſt now 
declare, you have been of age theſe three 
monrhs. 1 

Tony. Of age! Am Jof age, father? 

 Hardcaſile. Above three months. 
Tony. Then you'll ſee the firſt uſe III 
make of my liberty. [Taking Miſs Neville's 
hand.) Witneſs all men by theſe preſents, 
that I, Anthony Lumpkin, Eſq. of BLANK 
place, refuſe you, Conſtantia Neville, ſpin- 
ſter, of no place atall, for my true and * 
| fu 
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ful wife. So Conſtance Neville may marry 
whom ſhe pleaſes, and Tony rr er is 
his own man again. 

Sir Charles. O brave Wen 

dere u, . My worthy friend. 

Mrs. Hardeaſtle. My undutiful offspring. 
15 ache. Joy, my dear George, I give you 
joy ſincerely. And could I prevail upon 
my little tyrant here to be leſs arbitrary, 1 
ſhould be the happieſt man alive, if you 
would return me the favour. 

Haſtings. Io Miſs Hardeaſtle.] Come, 
Madam, you are now driven to the very 
laſt ſcene of all your contrivances. I know 
ou like him, Im ſure he loves you, and 
x Ar muſt and ſhall have him. 

Hardcafile. {Foining their hands.) And J 
17 ſo too. And Mr. Marlow, if ſhe makes as 
good a wife as ſhe has a daughter, I don't 
believe you'll ever repent your bargain. So 
now to ſupper; to morrow we ſhall gather 
all the poor of the pariſh about us, and the 
Miſtakes of the Night fhall be crowned with 
a merry morning ; ſo boy take her; and as 
you have been miſtaken in the miſtreſs, my 
wiſh is, thar you may never be miſtaken in 


the. wife. 


Ex D or THE FIFTH AND LAST 
ACT. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Ar zun A. PIZARR O. 
Dod CARLOs. OZ MAR. 
G ON Zz AL E Z. EZ MON r. 


OR AZ 1A. 3 ORELLANA, 
VIRGINS OF THE SUN. 


Scene at Cus co the Capital of PER u. 


{ 


ACT. . 


Enter: E MIR A. 


W earied at length by their own raging toil, 
Her ſpirits link: o reſt: kind ſleep affords 
The only boon the wretched mind can feel, 
A momentary reſpite from deſpair. | 


Enter Z 1 E 1 A. 


Emira. Who's there: That look RR 
ing!—Zila, ſay 
Wherefore this ſudden haſte How fares it 
8 now 
With Orellana? | 
Zilia. Still a calm repoſe 
Suipends the tumult of the mighty paſſions, 
That war within. Nature, quite harraſs'd 
| | down, 
Repairs the waſte of grief. 5 
_ Emira. But oh! too ſoon 
With keener ſenſe to waken her again 
To the ſtrong agonies that rend her ſoul. 
How wears che night 
Lilia. It verges to the dawn. 


Emi a. Then : tis th' accuſtom'd hour, the 


Of 


only hour | 
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Of all that circle time's diurnal round, 

When Orellana knows ſuſpence from pain. 
Zilia. The ſun that form'd her lent his 

brighteſt rays, 

His pureſt elements of ſacred fire 

Hence all the virtues that but dimly ſhine 

In breaſts of common mould, in her ſublim'd, 

Burn to a fierce extravagance of ſel. 


Emira. Let what avails the great indi- 


gnant ſpirit, 
The gen'rous flame for Freedom and Peru? 
The fever of her mind too ſoon muſt end 
Her weary frame. The livelong day it rages, 
And each returning night, when all things elſe 
Thro' wide creation's round feel wonted reſt, 
She only wakes to miſery:Forlorn ſhe ſits 
With ſtreaming eyes, while unrelenting cares 
Waſte all within; and ever and anon 
In ſhort diſtracted dreams wild fancy acts 
Nei ſcenes of terror in her blaſted mind, 


Enter Ort LLANA. 


Orel. Horror! Prote& me! Save me— 
Seas of blood 
Run purple round the altar Tis my bro- 


ther 
Barbarian, hold !—Ir is Alzuma bleeds 
Inhuman mard'rers! Oh! [ Faints. 


Emira: Tis ever thus— 
Sad viſionary terrors rack her brain— 


| Too wretched mourner, victim of deſpair! . 
Orel. 
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Orel. Oh! Tis too much, too much to 
| ffi Pia | 
Art thou there ever friendly, kind, and 

god! 
Emire too Why, ſiſter virgins, why | 
Muſt you ſtill labour with my weight of woe? 
Emira. Attending thee we but obey the 
Call 
of duty and of love. —Diſpel thy fears, 
And huſh this tumult of diforder'd fancy. 
Orell. Would heav'n I could !—Bur theſes 
imaginings 
Were terrible indeed!—Round yonder couch 
Such horrid phantoms roſe | 

Emira. Forget 'em all 
You've nothing now to fear. 

Orel. Alas! the wretched 
Have ev'ry thing to fear. 


Methought 
Pizarro 
With fury dragg'd me to the altar's foot; 
There urg'd imperious to renounce my gods, 
And wed Don Carlos—With apoſtare zeal 


My mother join'd her aid—confpir'd againſt 


me 
When, oh! diſtraQing ſight! my brother, 
ruſhing | 
To ſave a ſiſter from the vile diſhonour, 
Receivd Pizarro's dagger in his heart;— 
The altar Lnge with gore. — The cruel 
Spaniard 
Look'd 2 grim joy to ſee the only hope 
Of deſolate Peru, a Prince deſcended 
| From 
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From a long race of Kings, ignobly fall, 


And welter in his blood before him. 
Emira. Yet 

Theſe are but fancied ill —Alzuma Iowa 

Safe in obſcurity, far hence remore. 

Proſtrate Peru may lift her head again, 

And heav'n reſtore a brother to your arms. 
Orel. Deluſive thought! Yer let me fondly 

| cheriſh 


The ſoothing flattery. —Oh! Siſter virgins, . 


Should e' er the hero bleſs my longing eyes, 


I could embrace him with a ſiſter's love, 
And in his ſight forget my ſorrows paſt— 


But oh! vain hope!—He would not know 
1 
me now, 


Thus with'cing in my bloom—As yet an 


infant, 


I number'd ſcarce ten years, when hence 
he went 


To Chili's realms, ere the foe burſt upon us, 


To learn the courſe of ev'ry orb above, 
And all the myſt'ries of his parent ſun.— 
Mean time the Spaniard—bur PF 'll notretrace 
That tale of horror. Since that hour accurſt, 
Ten times the ſun hath made his annual circle, 


Nor yer Alzumareigns!—Alas! my virgins, 


Diſtin&ion's loſt amongſt us, and the laſt 
Surviving Inca of unde Peru 
Sinks to a ſlave—a wand'rer o'er the land 


Emira. Rekindle not the fury of your 


989 


r lo! with purple light the orient morn 
Glows 


w Al . 
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Glows in yon Eaſtern clime Don Carlos 
| ſoon, 
As is his wont, with early importunity 
Will preſs his ardent ſuit Be timely cautious, 
Nor let him find pale grief and diſcontent 
For ever dwell in Orellana's breaſt— 
'Twill rouze the Spaniard's rage—A cloy- 
5 . ſter'd virgin 
With thee, I worſhip'd the eternal fire. 
Tis friendſhip prompts, if I preſume to with 
You'd not provoke the foe, | 
Orel. I know thy truth, 
Thy conſtancy approv'd—and Carlos too 
I grant has qualities that claim reſpect. 
Emira. Tho' other gods he worſhip, yet 
1 in him 
Religion wears a gentler mien, nor ſerves 
To ſanctify rapacity and murder. — - 
Tis love perhaps for ſure he fondly loves 
'Tis love perhaps, not virtue, that allays 
His fiercer paſſions But whate'er the cauſe, 
He is our ſhield from ſtern Pizarro's rage: 
To him unnumber'd millions lift their hands, 


And thank him with their tears for life 


| preſerv'd. 
Orel. Tis true, Emira - Oft I've known 
Ke him check 
The rage of waſting war oft at his voice 
Een Perſecution reſts upon her altar, 
Thirſting for blood in Lein Aud yet this 
heart 
Was never form'd for him Von radiant God, 


Vor. I. R Tho! 


1 

J a 

+: 

; . 
* 

! 

> 

by 

| 8 
6 
F. 

1 

+ 

"4 

47 K 
"PN 

l 5 
1 
! 442 
380 * 
R — 1 
a. + 
| i 
=O 

K 

| 


0; 
« 
. 
s 1 
Li 
* 
"if 


- — 


258 A IL z U M A. 
\ 
Tho! each revolving day he riſe to view 
His once lov'd region, now a land of ſlaves, 
To ſee the Spaniard triumph in his guilt, 
Nor rolls th'avenging thunder o'er his head; 
Nor ſends the a" light'ning down ro blaſt 
bim; 
Tho' be Anda not {till to ſhine alike 
On vice and ſuffering virtue Ha! no 
more 
*T were impious madneſs—Thou creat'ſt 
us all, 
Thou glorious juminary! Thou, the ſource 
Of light, and life, and univerſal good!“ 
From thee we iſſue „and to thee return! 
Thou mighty parent! [kneels down] Thou 
| 1 orbit! 


Thou 
Stil inexhauſted lead'ſt the radianc years, 
Thro' all creation pour'ſt thy golden flood, 
Thy vivid energy—withour thee, nought 
Or fair or uſeful ſprings to thee all nature 
Wafts up her oriſons to thee I ſwear, 
Whate'er ihall prove the fate of Orellana, 
Thy ſacred beams {hall never, never ſee her 
Leagued with her country's foes—ſhall ne'er 
behold her- 
A vile apoſtate from her holy vow. 


Enter EZzMONT. 


Emira. Ezmont, why ſudden thus? Ak 
hark! —unfold —— 


"0 flouriſh of trumpets. 
What 
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What 1 means that muſick that triumphant 


Joy? 


Bun. With early zeal Pizarro ſeeks the 


altar 

To dow his foreign rites. 
Orell. And fire 

His unrelenting heart to new exploits. 


Ezmont. A captive band from various pri- 
ſons led 


Wall i in bis train, and follow to the temple, 


There to abjure their country, and their gods, 
Or meet their inſtant doom. 
Orel. And does my mother 
Attend the guilry pomp ? 

Ezmont. She does—with her 
All their whole courtier-band attend Pizarro, 
All bur Don Carlos—With a lover's ſpeed 
This way he bends his ſteps My NED zeal 
Could ſcarce outſtrip him. 

Orel. Leave me virgins, leave me 
Ezmont I thank thy care [they go out.] Now 

ſummon all 


er calmeſt patience, and thy firm reſolve. 


Enter D O N CARL os. 
| Carlos. Let this auſpicious morn diſpel thy 


cares, 
And each ſucceſſive hour on balmy wings 
OY peace, bring health, and beauty's roſeate 
| bloom 
Does Orellana ſhun me ?— Hither turn 
Thy gracious aſpe&; let thoſe azure eyes 
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Beam with their gentleſt radiance. 
Orel. Thoſe eyes | 
With galling tears have long ſince loſt their 
luſtre 
They, like the daughters of rapacious Spain, 
Have not yet learn d to gild the cloud of woe, 
Inſpire the look, and animate the glance, 
While miſery lays deſolate the heart. 
Carlos. Let love diffuſe his cordial o'er 
thy ſpirits; 
Soon ſhall each grace awaken, ſoon thy heart 
Beat ſprightly notes of rapture and of joy. 
Orel. 8 not, Carlos, to a wretch 
forlorn, 
And loſt as I am do not talk of joy. 
No more ſhall pleaſure viſit this ſad form, 
This breathing ſtatue of deſpair. 
Carlos. Deſpair 
Bur ill requites th'indulgent care of heav'n, 
That now invites thee to enjoy with me 
Your ſhare of love, and empire. 
Orel. Take again, 
Take back your vows of friendſhip wi of 
love—— 
I do entreat you rake 'em—bear em hence 
To the bright dames that grace your native 
land —— 
Worthier they'll liſten to you—they have 
hearts 
Prone | to thy ſoft impreſſions they have 
hearts 


That never bled to ” the ruthleſs ſword, 
| . Thy 
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Thy ſword, Don Carlos, lay their country 
waſte— 
Thou haſt not injur'd them But oh! reſpe& 
A captive wretch—a wretch that has full 
cauſe, 
Yet pours no curſes on thee! 
Carlos. Wilt thou thus, 
Relentleſs fair! wilt thou then wound me thus 
With ſtern reproach ?—Under a father's 
banner 
I wag'd the war; and if her purple wing 
Propitious victory wav'd o'er my head, 
The world can witneſs, who by me have fall'n, 
All bravely fell in the embattled field, 
Not naked and difarm'd—In me the van 
quiſh'd 
Have found a Kin Nen Orellana's 
will 
Her conqu'ring eyes have half aveng'd her 
country, 
And made the victor beauty's willing ſlave— 
His . bloom for thee—He lays his 


trophies, 
His ſcepter at your feet Thy native realm 
Wooes thee to ſov'reign ſway, and bids thee 
rule 

T ern world, when to her ſofter clime 
Spain ſhall invite thy mother. 

Orel. Name her not 
I would not think upon her crimes—become 
The e ror's wife oh! ſhameleſs guilt! 

become 
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The frantic votariſt of Spaniſh gods, 
She fires his haughty ſoul to tenfold rage.— 
This day prepares new victims—oh! my 
| Lord, 
Tf your religion does not quite ſuppreſs 
The voice of nature, ſave the lives of 
wretches 
Plead thou their cauſe Let me not ſee again 
The ſtreaming blood of innocence. 
Carlos. I move 
By thy command alone; and oh! his maid, 
The pity I extend will ſurely claim 
The ſoft return of thine. 
Orell Alas! My Lord, 
Much l eſteem thy oodneſs - much Ihonour 
Thy many virtues—bur a holy vow 
Forbids my love; and tell me, ſhouldI grant it, 


. Would'ſt thou receive an interdicted wretch 


With counterteited ſmiles to thy embrace? 


Believe me, Sir, who dares renounce her gods, 


Will dare be falſe to man. 


Enter P1Zz AR RO, ORAZ1A, attendants, &c. 
Pizarro. Come near—my ſon; 


Thou ſeeſt thy father with aſſiduous care 


Spreading the glories of his king and God 
O'er this new rf 

Carlos. My father's fervent zeal 
Shall ſtand time honour'd in the rolls of 
fame. 
Vanquiſh'd PARA thro” all her cities mourns 


ws vaſt renown in arms; it now were time 
'That 
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That weary conqueſt ſhould abate - her 
rigours, 
And peace begin to harmonize the world. 
Orazia. As yet, young warrior, our untu- 
tor'd race 
To hon 18 lierle known—an Indian mind 


Is wrapp'd in error's miſts; from fabling 


ee 
Hears impious legends; in each falling 
ſhow'r, 
Each cloud thar ſails upon yon azure deep, 
Conceives the preſent deiry ; in dreams, 
Which fever'd fancy e ſtill thinks it 
hears 
Loud oracles, commercing with its gods. 
The Demons and the human faculties 
Are then in dark conſpiracy, and all 
Is bigor rage, and cruelty, and horror, —— 
This gloom mult be diſpell d; and force, my 
ſon, 
Ti force muſt execute the holy work. 
Carlos. Thos think we then our duty un- 
perform'd 
Unleſs we imitate with furious zeal 
Heav'n's vengeance, not it's mercy ? 
Pizarro. Juſtice calls 
For vengeance on a blind offending world. 
I know my miſſion here—beneath che tropic 
The holy croſs I've borne, and in that ſign 
Pizarro {till ſhall conquer—be it mine 
To ſtretch the ray of truth, and bid the Indian 


Kneel and adore! : 
„„ Carlos. 
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Carles. Almagro' s conqu'ring arm 
In Chili's realm hath cruſh'd the ſavage war. 


The weſtern world hath heard the hideous 


ruin, 


Pizarro. But (till Alzuma 
Lives for new tumult 
Orazia. Lives to bid his mother 
With tears and burning bluſhes hear his name. 
Proud, uncontroulable, and fierce of ſpirit, 
Ev'n in his earlieſt youth, his boyiſh days, 


When the grim tiger from the thicket ruſh'd, 


Did he once fly? — Did he not ev'n then 


Dare the encounter? the fell monſter gor'd 
His. youthful breaſt, and if his father's arm 


Had nor transfix'd the ſavage to the earth, 
Alzuma then had died. — Since that he bore 


The tiger's mark, and ere the down of 


manhood 
Sprung on his cheek, went from his mother 
far, 


| Grew up ine of ſoul, and now 
With dire alarms ſhakes all the Weſtern 


World. 
Carlos. And if our crimes provoke- 
Pizarro. Our crimes, my ſon! 
Orazia. That thought to Orellana owes its 
birth— 
In ſoft captivity ſhe holds him bound— 
Her beaury leads him with a ſingle glance, 
Moves with a ſigh, and ſoftens with a tear; 
And love and grace by turns diſpute his heart. 
Tiserto. 
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Pizarro. Hear, Orellana_—fay, thou 
a mourner, 
How long ſhall tears and flow conſuming grief 
Deform thy native graces ? 
Orel. Pardon, Sir, | 
If the rough manners of my native clime 
Form'd me in plain fimplicity—Unſkilld 
In all the ſtudied elegance of fearure, 
I only know to look my honeſt meaning; 
An artleſs ſavage, a forſaken wretch, 
Whom joy has long forſworn ! 
Orazia. In Cuſco s court, | 
Where ew ry face but thine is deck'd with 
ſmiles, 
Such perſevering en ill befits 
Orazia's daughter While your mother ſtill 
Ev'n with the victor ſhares her ancient ſceptre, 
You have full cauſe of joy.—And tell me, 
does not 
That gen 'rous youth, Pizarro's gallant ſon, 
Breathe gentleſt vows, and languiſh for your 
love? | 
Orel. Ay, Madam! Love and tenderneſs 
he brings, 
But ſighs and tears are all I have to give. 
Orazia. Away with vain excuſe—thou 
trifler hear; 


Spain s pure religion calls—this moment 
yield, 


And rank thee with the faithful. 
Orel. That command 0 
Orazia. Muſt be obey'd. 

1 | Orel. g 
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Orel. Alas! full well you know 
Force has already dragg'd me to your altar— 


There while the cenſer wreath'd its fragrant 


clouds, 
While pealing organs ſwell'd the ſolemn note, 
And through deep lengthen'd iſles conſenting 
choirs 
Harmonious hymn'd their God—not to your 
heav'n 
My pray'rs were offer'd—No ! ye holy 
pow'rs 
Whom long Peru hath worſhipp'd—in that 
Hour 
vou ruſh'd between me and their Chriſtian 
pomps 
Bore my rapt ſoul to your own orbs on high, 


And thrines, and burning lamps, grew dim 


before me. 


Enter GO NZ AL EZ. 


Orazia. Invincible in ignorance. 
Gonzalez, My Lord, 
The ſlaves remain obdurate. 
Pizarro. Ha! reje& 
The terms of proffer'd life! 
Gonzalez, Their eyes intent 
Gaze on two leaders, from whoſe fierce de- 
meanour 
They gain new courage, obſtinare in guilt.— 


Their ©hieſs, by my command, attend your 
Preſence. 


Sar | Enter 
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Enter AlL Z UMA, and Oz x AR. 


Pixarro. Say, what art thou, who with in- 
dignant ſpirit 

Has dar'd to mock our laws? + 

Alzuma. One born in freedom! 
One who, while yet he lives, like freedom's 

ſon, 

Will dare to think 

Pizarro. Reflect, raſh youth, and rake 
New life from this auſpicious day. 

Alzuma. The day, 
That ſees a man crouch in ignoble bondage, 
Sees ev'ry virrue loſt. 

Pizarro. Beware, thou ſlave! 
Know'lt thou that inſtant death awaits you 

| both? 

Alzuma. We know it—we expect it we 

invoke it 


'Twill end our miſery. 
Pizarro. Thou inſolent!—— 


All gracious heav'n, that till delights in 


mercy - — 
Alzuma. Mercy ! —delights in mercy ! 
' Pizarro. Yes; —his word 
Gives life and peace to all. 
Alzuma. And dareſt thou then, 
Thou fell deſtroyer !—Ravager of earth !— 


And dar'ſt thou then in hore contraſt ſtand 


To infinite benevolence ? 
Pizarro. No more 
III parley with obdurate guilt Gonzalez, 


Guard 
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_ Guard thou choſs tniſcreantt; ſee they ſuffer 


death, 

And by their torments warn an impious 
race. 

[Exit with Orazia, and attendants. 

Orel. Oh! Carlos—gen'rous youth! —If 
any ſpark 

Of love dwell in thy nature, quickly fly, 
Purſue your cruel father, haſte, revent 

The horrid murder What have they com- 

mitted ? 


What 1s their crime ?— Oh! do not ſee them 


bleed, 
For daring to be true to heav'n. 
Carlos. 1 go, 


Thou gen'rous maid, to execute your will. 


[ Exit. 


Orel. Or gain their liberty, o or elſe the hour 


Thar ſees 'em fall, will end this wretched 
being. 
[Exit after Carlos. 
Alzuma. And are there feelings here for 
human woe? 
Gon. Guards, lead your pris'ners hence. 
Alzuma. Spaniard a word—— 
Wilt thou indulge one moment to the wretch- 
ed? — 
I thank thee—=Ozmar, we have walk'd to- 
gether 
The rugged paths of honour—to the laſt 
Grappled with fate—againſt the foe have 
ſtrain'd 
| Bold 
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Bold virtue's nerve——Oh! let it never 
| flacken, 
But bear vs: Fr" up like men, who boaſt 
Souls ever prompt for liberty or death. 
Ozmar. Sunk as we are, our country bleed- 
5 ing round us, 
Our cities fack't, our very gods diſhonour'd, 
Death is rehef—is victory and triumph. 
 Alzuma. But let us ep our doom, 
| friend, 
In ſilent dignity—Amidſt our 3 
Let no dejected paſſion tell the Spaniard 
Akuma dies in me! 
Omar. Not all the tortures 
Their vengeance can inflic ſhall e 'er extort 
One ſecret from me. | 1014 
Alzams. Let him ſhudder ſtill 
With dire conceptions at Alzuma's name; 
Still let him think Alzuma roams the foreſt, 
Climbs the ſteep mountain s brow, or down 
8 the lake 
Glides in the ſwift canoe to rouze the war, 
And call the nations to a great revenge. 
Let that purſue him ſtill-Oh! jet that 
thought, 
And the dire furies of deteſted guilt 
With ceaſeleſs pangs inhabit in bus heart, 
Alzuma dies content ! 
Ozmar. The tyrant's pow'r 
Is ſhort liv'd o'er us, and his murd'rous 
rage 


But ſets the hers free. 
5 1 Auma. 
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Alzuma. His pow'r may ſhackle 


Theſe mortal limbs; but the unbodied ſpirit 


Shall bear its native liberty along, 
To the bleſs'd vale behind the cloud capt 
40 hill, 
The ſilent region of 1 1 ſouls, 
That region undiſcover d by the Spaniard !— 
Where our forefathers, in unfading bliſs, 
Prepare the roſeate bow'r, and weave the 
_ chapler, 
For deeds heroic done in life; for all 
Who, firm in honour, by diſtreſs uncon- 
quer'd, 
Have ſmil'd in woe, ans to their graves have 
carried 
The ſacred charter of the free-born mind, 


END OF THE FirsT ACT. 
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Scene at the Gate of the Church, or Temple ＋ 
”..... £00 , 


Enter AL ZUM A, 
Dosr thou not hear me, loſt Peru Not 


hear 
The clank of tel vile chains that fetter thus 
Your rightful ſoy'reign ? Wherefore thus 
again 
Led to their Chriſtian temple Why their 
guards 
Plac'd at wt paſs —15 this, juſt gods, a lot 
For your own progeny?— Let even here, 
Here ſtill is room for fortitude and honour— 
Yes, ye calamities of this bad world, 
Pour all your deſtin'd malice on my head! 
Ye ſtorms, ye tempeſts, roar! Each change 
of fortune 
Is but a change of virtue. 


Enter OZMAR. 


Alzuma. Valiant Ozmar, 
Let me embrace thee.—Ozmar, ſpite of all 
My heart's beſt firmneſs, it drops blood for 
rhee. ' 
Chien: Alzuma! Tears! And doſt thou 
| | think me then 
So poor of ſoul? | 
11 | Alzuma. 


Alzuma. Ozmar, I will not weep— 
Iwill not ſtain a righteous cauſe with tears 
And yet frail nature thus will guſh it's way 
Ohl there's a cauſe that conſecrates each dr 
That burns it's channel down the ſoldier's 

cheek! 
Ozmar, to ſee a nation bleeding round us, 
Yer fetrer'd thus in chains l cannot ſpeak 
Thy own great heart will tell thee. 
Ozmar. Gen'rous Prince! 
Embitter not the cup of woe. 

Alzama. To die 
Inglorious! Unreveng'd !—My father's death, 
Thy ſavage maflacre, lamented ſhade! 
Oh! Arabalipa, yet unaton'd! | 
His queen Orazia, my much honour'd mother, 
How has fate dealt with her? My ſiſter too, 
Poor Orellana!—'Tis a long, long time 
Since laſt theſe eyes beheld her.—Breathes 

ſhe till 


The vital air ?—And oh! what happy clime 


Affords her innocence and truth a ſhelrer ? 


Alzuma knows nor, and that piercing thought 
Unmans my ſoul, and gives a ſting to death. 

Ozmar. The holy pow'rs, who watch o'er 

innocence 

Alauma. No pow'rs protect it now.— 
Where were ye, gods, 

In chat black period when the Spanith ſpoiler 
Firſt {poke in thunder to us Not your own 

Thrice honour'd temples then contain'd ye!— 
No! 


Your 
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Your ſacred temples, and your holy altars, 
You left detenceleſs.—You have loſt your 
% rites! 
Your kings their empire, and Peru her free- 
dom. 
Oe. If Leads heroic could have ſav'd the 
ſtare, 


Thy own great patriot toil 
Alzuma. Where were ye, gods, 
When late in Chili's wide extended plains 
I ſought the embattled foe? From ev'ry 
quarter 
I brought the weſtern world in arms.—The 
i 2 ns fe 7 
Beneath the burning line beheld my courſe, 
Back to the Tropic ſaw my rapid march 
The queen of night, andev'ry vivid planet, 
Walking in brightneſs their empyreal round, 
Saw my unwearied labour—ſaw me guide 
Down the broad Amazon my rapid bark— 
Each iſland viſiting; on ev'ry ſhore ' 
Invoking vengeance—Heav'n beheld it all, 
Let left me in th' extreme; to hoſtile gods, 
Th' unjuſt, revengeful cruel gods of Spain, 
Berray'd a faithful unſuſpecting race. 
Ozmar. e all, all's loſt, all ruin'd 


That laſt battle 
Has giv'n 'em up the world —— Almagro's 
arms 


Heap'd hideous ruin on us. 
Alguma. Ozmar, there, 
There liberty, amidſt that purple heap 
Vo I. I. S Her 
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Her gen'rous boſom grac'd with honeſt 
- ſcars, 
Groan'd and expir d. Oh! City of the 
Bun, 
Ye facred aſhes of my friends, who veriſh'd 
In your lov'd country's laſt expiring blaze! 


Oh! ſeat of empire !— Witneſs in your 
fall 


I have dar'd nobly for you. 


Enter Go N Z * E Z and Guards. 


Gon. Be thoſe chains 


Inſtantly releas d, and ſet the pris ners free. 


DL Soldiers unchain them. 
| Alzuma. Ah! that ſoft virgin form appears 
again ! 


This way ſhe bends her ſteps. 
this mean? 


Enter ORELLANA. 
Orel. There is your warrant, Sir Pi- 


— zarro's hand 
Hath ſign'd their freedom! 

Gon. I obey the mandate. 

[ Exit with ſoldiers. 

1 Tell me, thou fair unknown! 

to what new. ſcenes 

Our fate reſerves us both 7 8 

Orel. Humanity _ 

And juſtice plead . cauſe. I 

Alxuma. 


What may 
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Alzuma. And does thy heart 
Feel the ſoft touch of nature for the wretched? 
Orel. Stranger, my heart is ſeelingly 
alive 
that fruitleſs 
| tribute 
Is all I can, and heav'n demands it of me. 
Alzuma. I pray yemock me not a Spa- 
niard's heav'n 
Inſpires revenge, and cruelty and murder. 
Orel. In me you ſee a daughter of Peru, 
And narure and religion bind me to you. 
Alzuma. Then our own gods watch o'er 
"affliction ſtill, 


And at hole hands I do accept my life. 


When miſery claims a tear 


Oh! gen' ous virgin, I reſpe& thy virtues— _ 


The pow rs that gave them will reward them 
too 
If not in ev'ry fats; in death or conqueſt— 
They are their own ſweet recompence. 
Orel. That mien 
That prompt heroic ardor stranger , fay 
Whence and what art thou ? 
Alzuma. By my birth obſcure 
Almagro late beheld me graſp the javelin, 
And 'midſt the gen'ral carnage of that day 
Seek death in vain thro' all the paths of war. 
Orel. Ah! tell me then I tremble 
. while Iaſk 
Where is Alzuma? Lives he: Does 
he yet 
Elude the ons s ſearch?—Or has he ſought 
8 2 | The 
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The vale of fleeting ſpirits Quickly 
tell 1 57 

| For oh! I long to hear. | 

Alzuma. Support me, Ozmar. 

Her tender ſympathy 

Ozmar. Now ſummon all 
Your manly firmneſs—— She's a ſtranger 
| yet 


Let prudence guard the 

Orel. Ah! diſtract me not 

Why art thou pale! Why gath'ring in 
thy eye 

Stand thoſe round drops ?—Alas! he is no 

more 


Ozmar. Alzuma lives? 7 
Orel. Lives! $ 
Omar. But far hence remote 
Seeks a retreat for miſery and freedom 
Orel. Then am I bleſs'd indeed! 
Alzuma. Abſorb'd in wonder, 
My flutt'ring ſoul feels all her functions 
| loft. 
Orel. Weep'ſt thou, brave youth ?—Ah! 
| Say what hidden cauſe— 
| Alzuma. Thy gen'rous tenderneſs—Like 
you I'm born 
With too much ſenſibility of heart. 
Orel. Indeed you ſeem to bear a noble 
nature 
Say, will you undertake like men, and dare 
A hardy enterprize, that tends at once 
To 1988 own ſafety and the general weal? 
Alzuma. 


. 
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Alzuma. Speak thy intent Ev'n ruin'd as 
| we are 
We boaſt the virtue ſtill to ſerve thy cauſe. 
Orel. Then mark my words—Anon, when 
| | in the palace 
All court the Spaniard's ſmiles, and do the 
| | work 
Of low ambition, then with cautious ſtep 
Repair ye both to yonder ſacred temple, 
In happier days the temple of the Sun! 
Now other worſhip, other rites prevail. 
Employ'd in ſecret duty there you'll find me. 


Enter GO NZ AL EZ. 


Orel. What would Gonzalez? 
Gon. With determin'd haſte 
The empreſs ſeeks you. 
Orel. Lead your captives forth. 
| [ They bow and are going out. 


Enter ORAZ IA. 


Orazia. Theſe are the inſolents whom thy 


entreaty 
Has ſav'd from juſtice. | 
Orel. To Don Carlos goodneſs 


I bow in gratitude. 


Orazia. Take heed , raſh men, 
Or vengeance waits you. 
Itbey go out.] Orellana hear: 
Don Carlos languiſhes with gentleſt paſſion, 
8 3 And 
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And wooes you to his arms. —A mother's 
voice 

Commands thee to abjure fictitious gods, 

And make thee lineal to our ancient ſceptre. 
Orel. What, while my brother lives? 

Orazia. Pizarro ſees, 

At length with indignation ſees his ſlave 

Suſpend the progreſs of our righteous faith, 

Orel. His ſlave! —A robber's ſlave ! —Is 
thar beſitting? 

Is that my mother . Theſe are virtue's 

tears 


They mean you no offence. 
Orazia. Ungrateful child! 
Still with inceſſant rage to ſteel your heart 
Againſta victor, whom high Heav'n approves, 
Againſt a mother, who would ſave you ſtill. 
Orel. The tyrant has my curſes—l avow 
© 
My bittereſt imprecations on him But 
A mother claims reſpeC&& Then hear my 


pray'r 
Ler not your Chriſtian worſhip, while it 
gives 
New modes of faith Oh! let it ne'er efface 
The virtues of humanity! I Exit. 
Orazia. Oh! blind | 
And fatal ſuperſtition ! fix'd in error, 
Alas! ſhe ſees not that by heav'n com- 


miſſionꝰd 
To chaſe credulity Pizzaro came, 


And reigns by right divine o'er ev'ry 1 
O [ 


1 »% 
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Oh! happy ſtate! Chriſtian Orazia now 
Glows for the honour of eternal truth 
To that bows rev'rent down, and joys to ſee 


Awful religion bear the ſword of juſtice. 
| [ Exit. 


Scene the Temple of the Sun. 
Enter ALZUMA and OZMAR. 


Alzuma, Tread you not, Ozmar, with 
| a ſolemn fear 
This hallow'd pavement? 
Ozmar. As I trace thy ſteps, 
A thouſand mix'd emotions heave within me. 
Azuma. Thou ſacred dome! Thou vener- 
able pile! 
Where -erſt the pious daughters of the Sun 
In meditation dwelr, and ſacred ſong! 
No more for you thoſe rites no more 
you'll hear 


Their pious vows, and their melodious 
| ſtrains. 

The Spaniſh robber violates your altars, 

And foreign gods poſſeſs you. 
Ozmar. Yer, Alzuma, 

Who knows what that bright maid 
Alzama. Some deep intent 

Rolls in her boſom—Hark !—a feeble ſound 

Comes ſlowly winding thro? pow lengthen'd 

ile- 


* ck is heard at a diſtance. 
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It gains upon the ear and lo! a train 
Of ſupplicating nymphs—Ye hoſt of heav'n! 
Our own ſolemnities! How my heart 


glows 
With pious ardour!— Let us hence, my 
friend, 
Leſt we intrude ven their virgin choir. 
I They retire, 


Enter ORELLANA, EMIRA, 2111 A, 
and other Virgins. An Image of the Sun, 
the Moon, &c. in their Hands a Cenſer of 
Fire, and 1 ome * ewing Flomers. 


O D E. 
. ; J. | 42 g 
Bright orb, that rul ſt th! ætherial way, 
And pour'ſt the radiant flood of day ; 
Thou ſiſter regent of the night, 
Who ſhed ſt oer all thy ſober Tight ; 
Ye ſtars, that gleam from pole to pole; 
Ye thunders o'er our heads that roll; 
Ye lightnings, rains, ye ſtorms on high, 
That ſpeak the preſent deity 
Hear your own ſervants; hear our virgin 
throng ; 
Oh! ſave Alzuma hear our myſtic ſong. 
; 1 II. Fe 


ms, al 
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Ve band of venerable juſt, 

Ye warriors. long fince laid in duſt; 
Whether in ſilent groves ye ſtray, 

Glow in the ſtars or ſolar way, 

Aſſemble all ye mighty dead, 
And flalk around the Spaniard's bed; 
In his fell heart with diſmal yell 

Awaken all the  fiends of bell; 


Af iſe Alzuma ; arm each honeſt bond 
And tear @ guilty Hrant from the land. 


[ They go out in Poet on. 


Enter 1 aud O3 MAR. 


Alzuma. For me their vows aſcend l. 

The pious train 

Warble choir oriſons for loſt Alzuma!. 
Oh! Ozmar, oh! my friend !—the melting 

notes 

With thoughts that burn expand my glow- 
ing ſoul 

Ha! that ſweet maid approaches! 


Enter OnELLAN . 


Omar. Now be huſh'd 
Each ſudden tranſport to diſcloſe thy name 
Might fatal prove 


Gan 


* 
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ORELLAN A coming forward. 


Alas! my ſpirits 8 
Cold tremors ſhake my frame. 
Alzuma. Your pardon, virgin, , 
That thus een on the hallow'd 
hour 
Orel. Strangers! you're welcome borh— 
The wretched ever 
Bear their own paſsport to me Train'd 
myſelf 7 
In ſad afflition' s ſchool, and wanting much 
Some charitable aid, theſe hands are ready 
To wipe the tear from the pale cheek of care. 
Alzuma. Alas! misfortune, as we riſe to 
| AY life, | 
3 "ay chalice for each human lip— 
We all are doom'd to weep. 
Orel. Ye gen'rous youths, 
I ſee you both are apt to melt at woe 
T will not trouble you. 
Alzuma. If there is aught 
May ſerve you, virgin, truſt your faithful 


ſlaves 
Theſe rears bur ſtrengthen virtue Speak 
| thy will. 
Orel. There is a buſineſs lab'ring in my 
heart 


That calls for firmeſt vigour. 

Alzuma. If to drench 
A dagger's point in the fell Spaniard's 
blood 


Orel. 


3 Wa.) 


F 
H 
T 
L 
B 
N 
C 
N 


5d 


AL Zz UMA. | 283 


Orel. It wants no bloodſhed—tell me will 
you ſerve me? 
Auma. By heav'n I will. 
Orel. Say, will you traverſe o'er 
The foreſts wild, and continents of ſand, 
To bear a meſſage to a much- lov'd brother, 
On whoſe dear life my happineſs is grafted? 
Alzuma. Direct our courſe we'll ſeek 
him ſtraight. 


Orel. Alas! | 

Baniſhed far hence, dear youth! he little 
thinks 

How here I drag the Spaniard's galling 


chain, | 
And neither live nor die. But here I've 
form'd 
In braided colours the ſad tale of woe. 
[ Takes out a braid of colours. 
He knows not letters, which th' inventive 
Spaniard 


Has hither brought—Bur this will tell him 
all 
This will inftru& him to avoid this place 
Let me be wretched, Tl endure it all a 
But bleſs him gods watch over all his 
ways 
My woes muſt end me ſoon. 
Alzuma. No, thou ſhalt join 
Our flight we'll bear thee to him. 
Orel. Weak of limb 
Wilt thou 


My. ſtrength would fail me 
give him this? 


Alzuma. 
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Alzuma. I will-by every Pow'r lidre, 
| I will. 
Orel. Then take it, youth, and bear it 
to Alzuma. 
Alan. A ! | 241 
Orel. Ves; to him. 
Alzuma. Ve gracious powers! af 
And bear it to Alzuma'! Orellana! 
Orel. Thoſe trembling accents! Oh! the 
various meanings 
Ah! that look of 
thine 
Alzuma. 1 am, I am, Alzuma___Oh!' 
my ſiſter! 
I, I am he—— This fond embrace atteſts it. 


Of ev'ry feature . 


She fainrs—ſhe faints—Oh! couldſt thou 


| e'er have hop'd it? 

"Tis Greim tis, it is my ſiſter. 
Orel. That air! that face! juſt ſo my 
father look'd! 


I ſcarce can chink i it yet thou art not— tell 


me- 
Say, art thou he? ——Perv's ſurviving 
heir: 
Art thou aten 2— does thy breaſt retain 


The tiger's fang? 
Alzuma. It does, it does. 
Orel. Have I fo long 
Forbore to wander o'er him with my y kiſſes? 
To claſp thee cloſe, and own thee with 
my tears ? 
[ Embraces him. 
a Alzuma. 


# a. 
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. Alzuma. Grow to thy brother's heart, 
thou om maid !— 


Ozmar, the Gods are here they have 
| not yet 
Deſerted innocence: Thou watch, my 
friend, | 
That none intrude . this hour of joy. 
| I Exit Ozmar. 


| Orel. Why. dag thou venture here? to 
this dire place? 
Oh! quickly fly——of all the Sun beheld” 
In his own city, by immortals rais d, 
This temple only ſtands. 20 1 
Alzuma. Where is Orazia? 
Orel. She lives. 
Alzuma. Then to her hindons and hes 
gods 
She ſtill fives tinea know her virtue well. 
Orel. This ſide the grave no mortal virtue's 
| known 
She's married to Pizarro. 
Alzama. Married to him! 
Falſe to her faith; and married to Pizarro! 
Orel. She ſhares his tyrant ſceptre. 
Alzuma. Oh! may heav'n— 
Yet ſhe's my mother ſtill 
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Forgive her, 
gods! 
Ie your | dread n can bear ſuch crimes, 
forgive her, 
And keep your red'ning vengeance ou the 
| Spaniard . 
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Say, ſhall I ſee Orazia? | 
115 Orel. 
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Orel. At yon portal 
You met her dreadful frown. - 
Auma. Was that my mother 
Unnatural woman! 
Orel. In her ruin'd mind 
Sits blind enthuſiaſm, with'rins ev ry virtue. 
Zeal forges fetters for a free- born race, 
a8 murder's blade gleams r religion's 
nd 
 Alzama, Bright orb! thou hear'ſt it—— 
I make no appeal 
To you againſt her —but to find thee thus, 
Thou beſt of ſiſters . midſt a mother's 
2; crimes . 
That rend my ſoul—it mixes tend'reſt j Joy, 
And makes theſe tears a tranſport——Tell 
thy brother, 
What force upheld thee?—how haſt Tay 
ſuſtain'd 
Thy faith inviolate ? 
Orel. The Spaniard's rage 
Lifts ew ry paſſion on the ſide of virtue. 
Thou wer't far hence, know'ſt not the horrid 
n night 
That heav d his mighty empire — its baſe. 
Alzuma. Ev'n now I ſhudder for thee! 
Orel. Cloyſter'd here, 
Two hundred choſen virgins of the Sun, 
Here in this very temple pour'd their praiſe 
In midnight harmony to ev'ry god, 


And bore thro'. — ing Iſles th' eternal 


een 
* When 
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When the foe ruſh'd upon us; burſt the 


_ ſanctuary. 
Which ſince the world's foundation till that 
| hour | 


Man never dar'd profine——Wirh virgin 


' ſhrieks, - 
And female Lon rung the dome; 


Devouring rage, andpale diſmay „and death, ; 
The crimſon 


Ran wild in horrid forms 
pavement 


Floated with gore—No check their fury felt, 
Till weary ſlaughter ſtopt at laſt for breath, 


And ſpar'd a wretched few. 
Alzuma. Thou virtuous maid! 
What pitying God a d thee? 
Orel. Twas in wrath. 
In vengeance I was ſav'd 
Alas! reſerv'd! 


to greater ills 


der' d 
Auma. Oh !—blefſed be his ſhade !— 


Orel. E'er ſince Pizarro 


Urges to change my gods, and join his ſon 


In impious wedlock. 
Alzuma. May his ſoul be plung'd 
In ever- burning floods of liquid gold, 
And be his avarice the fiend that damns him! 
4 Muſic heard.. 


Orel. End we our conf e. here — The 


virgin band 
Wait my return would nat Have thee 
known ; 


Retire my brother—— 4 
: Auma. 


to ſee my ſather mur- 
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Alzuma. And muſt we part ſo ſoon? 
Orel. Alas! too ſure we muſt—a faithful 
friend 
Shall lead thee to es grove where oft I walk 
In bitterneſs of ſoul. 
Alzuma. Vet ere you go 
Here kneel, and ſwear by all the holy 
pow'rs 
Whom with. Nor conſtancy Peru adores 
By the dear ſhades of long-departed heraes, 
 Whomav'rice {laughter'd, or religion ſtabb'd; 
Swear here, by all thoſe great, thoſe awful 
ſan&ions, 
Thou never wilt betray thy plighted vows. 
Orel. Ves, Orellana ratifies the oath! 
Alzuma. Now once again come to this 
5 | | fond VERS 


We'll meet anon 
Orel. We bl 
Alzuma. well, farewell! 
| Ilse goes ont. 
Prote&,. ye pow'rs, that ſtruggling inno- 
ö deence. 
In your own holy cauſe ſhe ſuffers all. 


Are ye no more the gods of peace? No 
more 

Aion” 8 fclends? -If that excelling 
goodneſs 


If ſhe is wretched thus yet let me not, 

Like the baſe Chriſtian foe; with pious rage, 

Who deals deſtruction round , and deems 
| his murder 

LY | __ -”. Grateful 
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Grateful on high——Oh! let me not, like 


him, 


With horrid attributes affront my God 
Yes, Heav' n is nee ſtill Ve gracious 


pow'rs! 


of you and your juſt way I'll not com- 


plain. 


You' ve made us virtuous, and have done 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 


5 8 


enough! 


T ACT 
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A. Gs Td n. 
Scene the Temple. | 


Enter es we and GOAL BZ. 


Carlos. £ np haſt my 8 8 


lez—My fond heart 
But for thy watchful care had been the ſport 
Of a fierce ſavage beauty. Now I know 
The minion of her foul Oh! that refleQion 
Shoots all the fires of diſappointed love 
Thro' my diſtracted heart. 
Gonzalez. Forgive, my Lord, 
If I unwittingly have fix'd a pang 
That preys upon your peace In yonder 
grove 
I ſaw them meet in ſecret interview. 
Carlos. I ſaw them too—thy vigilance in. 


form'd me 
Theſe eyes beheld them in cloſe amorous 
parley, 
In ardent gaz? Beheld a peaſant ſlave. 


Familiar with that luxury of charms 
With Orellana's charms !—Ir fires to mad- 


nels. 

I ſaw that wretch whom I redeem'd from 
| death, 

At her requeſt redeem'd unthinking 


fool l- 
1 I ſaw 
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I ſaw him meet her in the conſcious grove, 
Embracing and embrac'd! 
Gonzalez. Periſh the thought, 
That thus diſturbs your breaſt—You know, 
my lord, 5 
By your command I ſeiz'd the ſlave, and 
nou/ 
Far other chains than thoſe of love infold 
him. 
Carlos. Ere long he dies—this very hour 
. ſhall fee him 
A Chriſtian, or a victim to his errors. _ 
Gonzalez. The guards now lead him 1 55 
Carlos. Was it for this 
The tyrant fair oppos'd ev'n heav'n itſelf 
Oh! ar the altar's foot her lov'd idea 
Was preſent fil, and zeal for heav'nly 
truth _ 
A tear from thoſe bright eyes diſſolv'd 
away 
But falſe compaſſion rules my heart no more. 
I ſaw her meet the ſlave—At my approach 
Fierce indignation darted from her eye, 
And ftraight ſhe turn'd with high diſdain 
away. 
Ah!—See! ſhe comes !—ſtill lovely in her 
guilt! 
[ Exit Gonzalez. 


The haughty fierceneſs of untutor'd virtue 


Beams ſavage graces round her Still 
ſhe muſt, 


She ſhall be mine; my heart adores her ſtill. 
| fi Enter 
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Enter ORETTANA. 


Orell. You have done this, Sir- 
thank you for it. 
Carlos. Think not I urg'd ſeverity againſt 
thee; 
But oh! do juſtice to that gentle nature 
That governs here; that now throbs wildly 
for you, 
With all the ſoft ſolicitude of love. 
Orell. What has a wretch like me to do 
with love? 
Carlos. Doſt thou avoid me then, thou 
cruel fair? 
Doſt thou avoid me Now I know the cauſe 
That made thee unrelenting to my ſighs — 
I know your paramour 


whom 
Don Carlos' vows were all diſpers'd i in air; 
For years who held dominion o'er your 
heart, 
And made me languiſh at your feet in vain. 
Orell. And if I cheriſh'd a long hidden 
flame, 
Who claims a-right to tyrannize my heart ? 
Carlos. Think it thou a breaſt ſuſceptible 
as mine, 
That ſwells with rapture if thou deign'ſt to 
| ſmile, 
Or by a frown is tortur'd in the extreme; 
Thinkſt thou a heart like mine will e'er 
permit 
A con- 


and I 


now know for 


] 
4 
( 
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A conquer'd ſlave to win thy laſt regard: ? 

Oh! there's an avarice in love that claims 

Each gentle grace, each amiable air, ' 

Claims the noble hoard of ſweets, and will 
not bear 

A word, a look directed to another. 

Orell. And mean ſt thou then to choak 
the voice of pity? 
Know the injur'd 

youth, d 
Whom thy fell rage but now has doom'd to 

death, 
Is miſerable . therefore dear to me 
Know he is virtuous therefore has my 
love. | 
Carlos. Thy love Does he poſſeſs it ?— 
He, 
Inhuman fair— But yet recall the word 
Our laws that ſpare no infidel 
Orell. Thou Spaniard! 
Thou fierce barbarian from a world un- 
known! 
But all our ſacred rites thou haſt profan'd, 
And well may'ſt violate love's altar too. | 
Come, point thy dagger at this virgin breaſt, 
And conquer hearts as you would force our 
faith. 

Carlos. You wrong me much—Hear Orel- 

lana, hear 


Is that thy purpoſe? 


Thy tendereſt ſuppliant. 
Orell. Never Woman's weakneſs 
With pity ſaw you kneeling at my feet. 
#3 | And 
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And ſighing fruitleſs vos But this laſt 
outrage 
Againſt a helpleſs captive——Witneſs gods! 
If Orellana hear this Spaniard more, ; 
Or liſten to the tale of impious love, 
Deep down in men may ſhe alive be 
buried, 
Her ſpirit 9 to wander o'er the world, 
And never reach the manſion of her farhers. 
Carlos. Your minion dies—My rage is wp 


In arms, 
124 the ſoft voice of love ſhall plead no 
more. 
23 I Eris. 
0, el. Barbarian go ah! there's a ſight 
indeed 


Afreſh that opens ev'ry ſource of pt. 


R AL E UMA in chains. EP 


Orell. Oh! Let me ſeek thy + APR 
tell her all 
With the ſtrong eloquence of filial tears, 
Fll throw me at her feet, and in her heart, 
Loſt as it is, Fil find ſome hidden fibre, | 
Where all the mother trembles for her 
offspring. 
Alzuma. Refirain this rage Alzuma 
would not owe 
A ſecond favour to her She, alas! 
Is dead to nature: That accurſed fiend, 
Fanatic fury, blaſts each moral virtue. 5 
Dn | She 


ALZUM A. =—_ ,_ 


She has pronounc'd my doom.——Let her 
i not know 
She kills a -ſon Oh! ler me never add 
That guilt atrocious to a parent's crimes. 
Orell. Are there no means to ſave thee 2— 
Alzuma. Look not thus. 
Ennobled by thy virtues by diſtreſs 
Endear d Each glance thou ſend'ſt unmans 
me quite, | 
And ev'n a brother's r akes to view 
thee. . 
Thy goodneſs charms, and by each heart- 
ſtring draws me 
Back to this hated world. For thee, my 
ſiſter, 
When I ſhould boldly tread the ridge of peril, 
And dare the depth below—for thy dear fake 
I cling to life—extend my feeble arms— 
But thou no aid can'ſt give. 
Orell. Diſtracting thought! 
Muſt I ſurvive thee helpleſs and forlorn, 
A victim to the Spaniard's hated love? 
Alzuma. There lies the pang that bids 
theſe drops of anguiſh 
Fall in this copious ſtream Not for myſelf 
I feel—But oh! when I _ —_ 
ate | 
Has firetch'd this body on the flinty earth, 
Who ſhall defend thy weakneſs ?—Muſt I 
leave thee 
A prey to en force Muſt that rare 
beauty | 
T 4 Shall 
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Muſt 


Shall that conſpire againſt thee? 
thoſe eyes 
Obedient roll to a fierce conqu'ror's will ? 
Inflame his hot deſires, to plunge thee deeper 
In ſhame and ſervitude? 
Orell. Unpitying gods! 
Alzuma. Perhaps to waft thee from thy 
native land 
To foreign altars, and a foreign bed! 
Orell. There is but one, one only refuge. 
Alzuma. Name it. 


Orell. III a with thee— Lo! behold 


a weapon! 
I Shews a dagger. 
Alzuma. Ha! 
Orell. Where'er thy fpirlt wings it's happy 
flight, 
I'll hail thy triumph Soar on trembling 
wing, 


And diſtant eye thy radiant tract of glory 
To ev'ry kindred ſtar. 
Alzuma. Relentleſs pow'rs ! 
No other boon you've left me to beſtow. 
Orel. 15. me! they come the fell 
Pizarro comes. 


Enter P1z ARRO, 6 CARLOS, 
Guards, (Fc. 


Draco. Now, Orellana, we demand com- 
pliance 


provoke our wrath no more — the veſted 


Waits 


prieſt 
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Waits at the r; there Don Carlos's 


love 
And heav'n indulgent, claim thee for their 
own. 
Alzama. Unnatural, babes we] | 
NT [ Afede. 
Don arlos has my thanks Spain will not 
think 


Her luſtre tarniſh'd, that a wretch like me 
Feels no ambirion for her proud alliance. 
The gods of Spain 

Orazia. This arrogance 

Orell. Indulge 8 + 
A favourable ear The Gods of Spain 
Will not be jealous that no fragrance rolls 
Around their ſhrines from me—lf error's 

mae 

Miſguide my ſteps, their all-pervading eye 
Will read the honeſt purpoſe of my ſoul, 
* mercy win the thunder from their 
ä hands. 

| Orazia, This wilful diſbbetiohts Who 
has taught 


The vain deluſive dream? | 
Carlos. That ſlave! 'Tis he, 

Who rules her wayward fancy. 
Orazia. Ha! That traitor 

Doſt thou preſume to ſpread ſedition here? 
Alzuma. | Looking at her] Oh! thou apo- 

| ſtate —Theſe hot burning tears 
Will burſt their way. 


Phila 


. ——-V —— — — oo _ 
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Pizarro. And does thy ſullen eye 
Dart the fierce glance of treaſon on your 
| queen? 
Oraxia. Who and what art thou? 
Alzuma.. T've no rank or name 
To plead my cauſe in thy obdurate heart. 
To your own child unnatarel as thou art, 
I have no claim to mercy. 52 | 
Pizarro. Baſe reviler! 
Within the tropic all muſt think alike. - 
Alzuma. Betwixt us both the ſacred ſhaft 
of war 
Has long been ſhort, 2nd: enmity prevails, 
Fierce, inexcinguiſhable 1 L 7 es! 
Orazia. My example co. Bio 
May teach thee, ſlave, to Wasa to > ſacred 
truth, 
And 800 8 ee mandate. 
Alzuma. Thy example! 
Full well you judg'd, thou traitreſs to. thy 
country! 
To fly to gods who can forgive thy crimes 
Ours ſhudder at them | 0 
Pizarro. To the altar drag 


[ Guards ſeize e 
Orell. Oh! wretched Orellana! 

Alzuma. Barbarians hold !—Yer Spaniard 
ere I die 


Hear my laſt fervent prayer Twas luſt of 
gold, 


Not r for truth and love of human kind, 


That 
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That brought you to Peru—And' may that 
gold, 
Oh! may it prove to Spain the direful ſpring 
Of worſe calamities than we have felt; 
May it unnerve your arm; diſſolve' in ſloth 
Laborious induſtry ne' er let your plains 
The toiling hand of cultivation know; 
Kindle fierce War; and may ſome happier 
| ſtate, 
Whoſe ſons with love of gen'rous freedom 
glowing, 
Profiles their civil and religious rites, 
The foes of tyranny !—who found their laws 
On the broad baſe of reaſon and of nature— 
Oh! may that happy ſtate, if ſuch there be! 
With bolder prow triumphant o'er the 
deep, 
Purſue you | bither with avenging thunder, 
In your own harbours wrap your ſhips in fire, 
And bow ye down to ſeek deteſted gold 
For others uſes !_— Be that curſe upon ye! 
Pizarro. His blaſphemy pollutes the air 
Forthwith 
Give him the death he merits. 

Orell. Once again | 
Let me embrace him One laſt fad farew ell 
No pow'r on earth ſhall hinder. 

[ Embraces bim. 

Carlos. Ha! that inſolent 
Perdition ſeize the ſlave !—Shall he enjoy 
By heav'n this ſabre cleaves him to the ground. 

Tet _ | Gorvg to ſtrike. 
Orell. 
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ore. Now by che vital air by ev'ry 
pow'r 
That guides, impels, or melts the human 
heart 
By yon bright orb of day by your own 
gods 
Enough of blood they've had—By them I 
a 
They will approve ſoft pity—Spare his life, 
Oh! ſpare his innocence, nor murder me. 
Carlos. Tear off her hold—By heav'n the 
ſlave 


Orell. Now ſtrike, TY 
Now execute your purpoſe—with the blow 
This ready dagger plunges to my heart. 

Carlos. Hold, Orellana!—This abhorred 

ſteel 
[ Takes the dagger from her. 


Was never meant to wound thy tender 


form 
Thou haſt difarm'd my vengeance—By yon 
_ heavn 
I wok not ſee thy beauteous boſom gor'd 
For the extended empire of the world. 


Orell. If ought of cruelty the pris'oner 
f ſuffer, 


This hand ſhall ſet me free. 
Carlos. Diſpel thy fears 
I will not urge his fate I will not urge 
Thee to ae ede of his death 
1 leave this temple, leave this ſcene of 


horror, 
Where 


1 
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Where perſecution draws th' unhallow'd 
| ſword, 
And murders for belief. Y 
Pizarro. Yer Carlos ſtay, 
I charge thee ſtay, nor dare again traduce 
A father's deeds. 
Carlos. My heart at length revolts, 
And will not ſee that youth, whoe'er he be, 
A victim to the blind inſenſate rage 
That ſheds man's blood, and dares to think 
it virtue. 
Exit. 
Pizarro. Ha! The time calls for rigour; 
8 feeble laws 
And government relax'd might hazard all 


The laurels this good ſword has reap'd in 


War. 


Raſh and preſumpruous boy!—By my com- 


mand 


He ſhall retrace his ſteps—This very hour 


Sees Orellana his—Ourſelf will ſeek him 
Mean time, Orazia, be it thine to ſee 
Thar t traitor die a victim to his crimes. 
Exit. 
 Oraza. Yield, Orellana, or thy mother's 
| love 
Turns to vinaidive rage, 
Alzuma. Diſhojiour? blaſt 
The horrid counſel— Rather brave with 
ſcorn 
Their fierceſt hate Not all thi worſt of ills 


The purple tyrant has in ſtore for virtue 
Can 
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Can plead for pardon with your gods abjur'd. 
Oh! ſhun the guilt of treaſon to your ſoul! 


On the mind fix'd, and wann juſt, 


Ev'n ruin falls in vain. 
Orazia. It falls this moment 
On thy devored head. 
Orell. Orazia, hear me- 
Reſtrain this rage All nature ſtarts with 
horror 


Humanity is ſhockdIf he muſt die, 


Of all who live, thou ſhould'ſt be innocent. 
Orazia. Cling not about me thus. 
Orell. Forbear, forbear 

The horrid ſtroke Not all the dews of 


Heav'n 
Will waſh the barb'rous murder from your 
| hands. 
Remorſe . anguiſh follow peace of 
mind 
Will ever ſhun thee—fiends will haunt thy 
brain, 


And all 5 madneſs of deſpairing guilt. 
Orazia. Thou plead'ſt in vain My ſoul 
expanding feels 
The glowing rapture, the exalted purpoſe 
That ſwells above the infirmities of nature, 
And burns with all it's good. 
Orell. Ye hoſt of heav'n! 
Seize Orellana—drag her to your altar 


In horrid union bind me to Don Carlos, 


Rather than break, by one atrocious act, 


All the eternal ties that link the world. 


Alzuma. 


E 
A 
ls 
E 
ls 
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Alzuma. Thou break them not Our 
country and our gods, 
T oſs are our firſt connexions For my life 
It is not worth my care Who dies for 
5 | freedom, 
Has liv'd his courſe of nature and of glory, 
And who ſurvives it bur a ſingle hour, 
Has liv'd that hour too much. 
Orell. My ſoul reſumes 
Her ſtrength I will not yield. 
Orazia. The traitor dies — 
He dies this moment. 
Alzuma. Undiſmay'd I come. 
Orell. No—never—never——Here theſe 
| hands ſhall hold him— 
[ A ſoldier lays hold of her. 
He ſhall not die—Tear, tear me piecemeal 
firſt 
II bern with him rather Let the blow 
That ends his life unite us both in death. - 
[She is torn from him, à ſoldier ſtands 
at the altar with a lifted ſabre, 
Alzuma. Now Atabalipa , Where'er thy 
we” 
Roams 1n uncertain being , with thy firmneſs 
Infpire me now—teach me like thee to die. 
Orazia. Ah!—wherefore ſhould the flave 
invoke that name? 
[ She goes near the ſoldier. 
Alzama. Lo thus I bare my boſom! 
[ Goes up to the altar. 


Orell. 


Orazia. Ha! 
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Orell. Vet hold! [ Held by a ſoldier. 
Thou wretched mother hold Ic i 1 
forbear 


It is the pureſt blood of all Peru 
A vengeful god—a god of wrath l 
The barb'rous deed—1 hear his thunder 
| roll 
The pillar'd temple 
falls 


It burſts the root: 


It falls to cruſh ye all. 
Alzuma. Here ſtrike at once, 
And with my life- blood glut her frantic rage, 
Orazia. Forbear | holding the ſoldier | [ 
charge thee - ſtop the bloody ſtroke— 


Oh! wonder-w orking pow'rs! 
[ faints away, 
A The _ known token 
Grav'd on his breaſt has mark'd him for her 
fon. 


22 


Enter P1ZARRO. 


Pizarro. No, nought ſhall ſhake the pur- 
poſe of my ſoul 
Orazia! why thus ſinks her drooping ſpirit? 
Alzuma. Does juſtice triumph o'er the 
gods of Spain? 
Orell. Recall her heav'n, and o'er her 
waking ſenſe 
Pour down your gentleſt influence. 
' [Afiſis Orazin. 


Pizarro. 
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Pizarro. Rebel ſlave! a 
Th' exterminating wrath of heav'n 1 
thee 

Still ſhalt thou meet thy fate. 


Oraxia. Oh! lend your aid 
And lead me, lead my ſteps——My Lord 
Pizarro, 
If e er Orazia won thy kind affections, 
Remit the cruel rigour of the * 


And ſpare a wretch's life. 


Pizarro. She too rebels 
She pleads for hereſy. 


Orazia. Oh! no! I plead 
For mercy, and for juſtice. 


Pizarro. Would'ſt thou ſave 
Thar wiltul obſtinate *—Refle& Orazia— 
Is this your faith ?—ls this your promis d 
| zeal? 
_ Orazia. Zeal in excels is vice 
pious 
Horrid repugnance to the will of heav'n— 
Subverſive of each virtue foe to all 
The tender laws of charity and love; 
Thoſe laws that raiſe, and dignify our 
being, 
Nature's great edic in the human heart. 


Pizarro. Thy words are treaſon. 

Orazia. No! 'tis juſtice ſpeaks 

Thanks to th' eternal pow'rs, at length I 
| ſee 


U That 


"tis im- 
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That each religion, truth itſelf may have 
Its wild enthuſiaſts, and its frantic zealots. 
Pizarro. By heav'n ſome hidden meaning 
lurks benearh 
This ſudden revolution of thy heart. 
Orazia. Oh! ſpare his innocence—have 
mercy. 
Pizarro. Yes, 
The ſlave ſhall live till from that ſtubborn 
ſpirit 
Torture hath wrung each deep , each hidden 
purpoſe. 
See him ſecur'd in the deep dungeon's 
gloom. | 
Alzuma. Yes, lead me hence, wherel no 
more may ſee 
But oh! when I am 
gone, 
Reſpe&t ber woes, her helpleſs innocence— 
From death I ſhrink not Nature at my 
birth 
Condemn'd me to it—Soon the hour ſhall 
come 
When truth, when conſcience ſhall condemn 
thy deeds. 
[ Exit. 
Pizarro. The rebel's doom is fix'd—I burn 
> 0 100- © 
Each ſhackled ſlave thro' our extended realm 


Or live a Chriſtian, or embrace his fate. 
| [ Exit. 


This hated race 


ORAZ 1A. 
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Orazia. Oh! Orellana, tis it is your 
brother 

The wound indented on his youthful breaſt— 
Plainly I faw ir—ris my child, my ſon. 

Orell. It is Alzuma—oh! I know it all 
This day reveal'd it to me. 

Orazia. Was it juſt 
| To leave him thus expos'd? 

Orell. He will'd it fo. 

 Orazia. Wretch that I am!—T tremble at 

it ſtill 

Oh! whither was Iplunging !—whart a depth 
Of woe and guilt, unutterable guilt 
What endleſs miſery have I eſcap'd! 
Murder my ſon!—Barbarity unheard of !— 
It ſhocks my foul—And did he, could he 


| think, 
Could my child think me dead to human 
nature? 
The thought diſtracts it rives a mother's 
heart 


To thee I've been ungentle—rhou haſt cauſe. 
To doubt my love but come do my 
embrace. 
Orell. Oh! bleſs'd event! ——And to TI 
live to taſte 
This unexpected joy, this dear delight? 
Orazia. The brink of horror, on which 
late I ſtood, 
Recalls from error ev'ry wand'ring ſenſe. 
U 2 ' _ “ 
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Alzuma ſhall not die The Chriſtian's 
God 

Beams the ſweet ſmiles of univerſal love 

On all his fair creation——Haughty Spain 

Perverts his holy laws—Bur ſtill the pow'r, 

That warn'd my erring virtue, may inform 

| | 3 

Truth only triumphs when it conquers 
| | hearts, 

And never gains by carnage and deſtruction. 


END oF THE ThIRD ACT. » 


\ 


ACT 
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A CC Þ ES 


Scene the Palace. ; 


Enter Gn A 21 17A; 


H! UnexpeSed day of grief and joy !— 
My child, my child !—I have not yet 
forgot 
To ſhed the tear of natural affeQion 
To know for whom I bore tie child-bed 
ang 
I am not grown the horror of the world. 


Enter nr 


Orell. Alas! all's loſt—Don Carlos rages 
| Stern Pizarro 
Thirſts for Alzuma's blood. 
Orazia. A mother's love 
Shall ſtill protect her offspring Oh! my 
daughrer, 
Affection, long an alien to this heart, 
Guſhes in tumult thro' each panting vein— 
Deſpair and anguiſh roo o'erwhelm my 
ſpirits— 
Yer, oh! returning nature! yet thy griefs, 
Thy very tears are tinctur'd ſtill with 


JOY !—— 
Tis miſery delightful. 
U 2 Orell. 
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Orell. Yet ev'n now | 
The fell Gonzalez leads Alzuma forth- 
Ah! whither do they lead him? 

Orazia. Tis to me 
They lead your brother forth 


terview, 


One in- 


er. of his name, Pizarro grants — v 
Heav ns! what an interview !——A ſon en- T 
flav'd, 
Anda fond mother, who uſurps his rights! — F 
I cannot ſee my child !——And yet 1 muſt, 
I will behold him!——hear his fad, fad 
| 19 . 
Gaze on each feature claſp him to my 
| 5 | heart | 
And periſh with him, if he's doom'd to A 
bleed. Y 
Thou fly to Carlos, ſoothe his troubled 
mind- 
Exert your influence, or your brother's 
loſt— = 
Each moment's big with death. 
Orell. Protect him, Gods !- C 
Now virtue ſtruggling in the laſt extreme 
Calls for your guardian care. 
[ Exit. 
Orazia. Yeblended colours, both of guilr 0 
ow virtue, Is 
Ye ſtrong « emotions mix'd of grief and joy, B 
Oh! how your conflict racks my tortur'd 
ſoul! A 


Euter 
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Enter Go NZ AL E z. 


Gonzalez. The pris ner from his dungeon 
| waits your, will. 
122 Give him admittance. [Exit Gon- 
2alez] Now, all-gracious Heav'n! 
Support a mother—aid me touch my lips 
With thy reſiſtleſs energy of ſpeech, 
That I may calm the mighty ſtorm of 
aſſions, 


And reconcile a ſon to life and truth. 


Enter AL 2 u MA. 


Orazia. His awful ſtern regard 
Alzuma. My firmneſs fails 
And guilty as ſhe is, yet filial love, 
Yer nature tells me, ſhe's my mother ſtill. 
 Orazia. Approach my ſon Embrace 
your 
Alzuma. Conſcious ſhame, | 
The ſenſe of vile miſdeeds—yes, goading 


conſcience 
Choaks up thy voice, and tells thee that 
thou art 
Orants, A tyrant! an uſurper! — That's 
the name 


Of horror chew would'ſt utter Vet Orazia 
Is not ſo far abandon'd o'er to guilt, | 
But my heart bounds with tranſport, even 
thus 
At length to ſee my ſon— Lou weep 
Alzuma! 
1 Alzuma. 
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Alzuma. Thou ſource of light !—Bright 
majeſty of Heav'n! 
Thee atteſt—from thee implore forgiveneſs, 
That thus I own a traitreſs that theſe tears 
Confeſs the ſacred character of ſon 
Vou ſtamp'd upon my nature. 
Orazia. Oh! Alzuma, | 
Did 1 command thy murder? Earth and 
Heav'n! 
A mother ready to imbrue her hands 
In her child's Horror! Why did'f 
thou conceal 
The ſecret from me?—Why not ruſh for 
ſhelter 
To theſe maternal arms ?—Bur oh! I knew 
thee 
Parental inſtin& gave the ſure ae 
And now to hear thee——view thee thus 
it wakes 
Unutterable throbbings in my breaſt. 
Alzuma. Well may ft thou view me Well 
may'ſt thou ſurvey 
He brings no foul 
diſhonour 
—can'ſt thou Indelible re. 
proach! 
Oh! ſtain to virtue!—Rage and indignation 
Burn in my ſoul, and kindle madneſs there. 
Orazia. Let not impetuous rage diſturb 
thy reaſon 
Heav'n on the Spaniard's arms hath ſmil'd 
ſucceſs 


Thy fou ene . 


But thou 


Thence 
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Thence on Peru ſhone forth the ray of 
truth, 
Sublimer faith, and pure exalted morals. 
Alzuma. Morals Each word plants dag- 
gers in my heart 


Oh! give me daggers rather arm my 
hand 

With their own deathful ſteel, that I may 
hold it 


crimſon and glowing with the tyrant's blood, 
Aloft to view, and call my country free. 
Orazia. Controul this  phrenzy—Irt were 
impious murder. 
Alzuma. Murder! ——A facrifice! 
e glorious ſacrifice! 
To injured men, and violated laws 
What! he whoſe hand reeks with my father's 
blood? 
And yet ſhe pleads a fell deſtroyer's cauſe !— 
Hold hearr-ſtrings—crack not yet—A curs'd 
invader, 
Who thins the race of man!——Ey'n now 
the cry 
Of infants murder'd at the foſt'ring breaſt, 
The ſhrieks of virgins, dying heroes groans, 
Sound in my ear Imperial palaces, 
The temples of our gods, all wrapt in 
fire! 
Oh! immage not, my ſoul, the horrid 
ſcene. 
Orazia. I cannot bear his ſtrong, his 
keen reproach. 
Alzuma. 


Deteſted perfiry! 


Alive and ſenſible ro guilt like thine 
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Alzuma. Yet wedded to him! —— Well 


thoſe tears may guſſ, 


Well may thoſe bluſhes glow upon thy 
cheek 


My father's heart, 


Thar heart, which ever beat with love of 
thee, 


Duſt as it is, awakens in bis tomb, 


Ir ſtirs, it rouzes in the ſhroud of death, 
With horror at thy name, and feels its 
pangs, 
It's tortures o'er again. 
-- Orazia. Obdurate ſon! 
Thus to transfix, and rend a mother's heart, 
Alzuma. Am ! RISE a bed of roſes? —— 
Lo! in chains 
My bleeding country dae Ty region 
The deſolation that lays waſte the land 
Orazia. Why wilt thou urge me to deſpair 
and horror ?—— 
Oh! kill me rather—ler the deadly point 
Pierce to my heart——Tll arm thee for the 
blow 
Avenge my crime—avenge your country's 
fall. 
Alzama. What ſays Orazia? 
Orazia. Stifle in my blood 
The pious love I bear the Chriſtian's God. 
Alzuma. Would'ſt thou debaſe me to the 
Spaniard's guilt * 


If thou indeed believ'ſt the * 8 God, 


It 


Th 
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It is not mine to ſtab for human error 
Farewell! farewell! 


can'ſt 


Oh! Heav'ns, if happineſs can dwell with 


guilt. 
Going. 
Orazia. Vet ſtay, my ſon one moment 
Alzuma. Powerful nature! 


Thy tender ſtrugglings Oh! while thus 


thy hand 
bathe with tears, and print my kiſſes 
on it, 
Let me implore thee, own your gods 
again 


My father's ſpirit calls—The ghaſtly ſhades 
Ot martyr'd millions martyr'd for their 
| | | faith 
All lift their hands and call aloud for ven- 
geance. 
Orazia. Ariſe, my ſon, ariſe. 
Alzuma. Let me not ſue 
And claſp your knee in vain. 
Orazia. Oh! Strong contention 
Iwixt grace and nature 'twixt my God 
and thee! 
Alzuma. Reſume your dignity, your na- 
1 tive honour. 
Orazia. But Heav'n prevails! 
Alzuma. Think of your bleeding country ! 
Orazia. I cannot, muſt not hear thee— 
Oh! Alzuma, 
_ mind is loſt in darkneſs. 


Alzuma. 


Live happy if thou 


[ Exit. 
3 Go, cruel, fierce, inexorable 
ſon! 
Go, ſince thou wilt, to rain——ruſh on 
death 


That Indian captive too has heard you ＋ 
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Alzuma. How ! 


Orazia. Thy gods | : Ar 
Are ſuperſtition's dreams. | It 
1 Away——no more Le 


[Riſing baſtily, & 

T would not hear the voice of profanation— 
Go tell your n all his threats are 
vain 


Tho' ſprung from thee I ſtill can die with 
glory 


Farewell! we part for ever. 
Orazia. Hear me hear 
Alzuma. Oh! Heay'ns—Orazia—tis the 

| laſt, laſt time 


That e' er May the juſt gods forgive thee all. 


vil break thy miſerable mother's heart. 


Orazia, and DoN CarRLos. 


Orazia. Well, Sir, Pizarro now has heard 8 
pour counſel. a 
Carlos. And Orellana has heard thy ad- I 


vice 


All 
Thy arts are known; thy fair hypocriſy 
To varniſh treaſon. Na * Ol 
Orazia. 
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Orazia. Oh! thou wrong'ſt me much 
Another cauſe—a cauſe of tend'reſt import 
It is the cauſe of ev'ry Chriſtian virtue 
Love, juſtice, and humanity are in it 
All that the earth holds dear, and heav'n 

| approves. þ 

Carlos. Treaſon, rebellion, perfidy ara 

in M-—oo 

For Orellana's huſband all your cares 

Are tremblingly alive. This very day, 

But for thy treachery, the {ſlave had died. 

_ Orazia. Miſguided youth !——Alas! you 
| little know 

Th' eternal bar divine and human laws 

Have fix d between them Orellana's 

huſband! 


Oh! no believe it not. 
Carlos. And wherefore then 
Alarm'd and wild with fear? 


Why ev'ry 
| art: 
Ofrears, of ſhrieks, and female lamentation, 
To ſnatch the rebel from the ſtroke of juſtice? 
_ Orazia. Alas! theſe tears flow from the 
tend'reſt ſource 
d That wakes ſoft pity in the human heart. 
Carlos cannot ſpeak 

1. Carlos. Ha! __Now by Heav'n 
I ſee it all—Guilr can no more diſſemble— 
Thar look betrays the ſecrets of thy heart— 
The fraud ftands manifeſt to view. 

Orazia. Yet hear me 
Oh! Carlos, hear me, nor affli& thyſelf 
46 With 
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With falſe, with vain ſurmiſe—Oraziz's cares 
Are buſy for the wretched. 

Carlos. Has ſhe then, 
Perfidious fair! has Orellana married 


T hat baſe-born peaſant? Does the rebel 
| hope 
with her, in evil hour, to claim the 
| crown? 


That i is your n br that I am deceiv'd 
That care you colour with the ſpecious name 
Of generous ſympathy for human kind. 
5 ee I feel it here Theſe are un- 
bidden drops 
Tis you, raſh youth, you, Carlos, that 
can give 
Fair virtue's abb iner to each wild emotion 
That prompts the ſudden deed Ere now 
'twas love, 
That tyrant of thy ſoul, capricious love, 
Nay, gen'rous if 8 will; etwas that which 
fav'd 
The lives of men, if Orellana ſmil'd; 
And now ſhelooksaverſe, the baleful charm 
Still ſhoors delicious poiſon thro' thy ſoul, 
And perſecuted virtue pays the forfeit 
Of maiden bluſhes, and of coy diſdain. 
Carlos. Think'ſt thou Don Carlos means 
; to live the ſlave 
of idle charms, andryrant beauty's frown ?— 
No let her charms neglected fade and 
| periſh. 


May 0 wither ev ry nameleſs grace 


That 


Es 


at 


Shall burſt in ruin on their guilty heads. 
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That revell'd once in thoſe deluding eyes 

Then let her lover gaze on faded beauty 

Let him enjoy — Oh! no the ſlave 
ſhall die 

Then ſhall his pale inanimated corſe 

Glare in her view, an offering from Don 

Carlos, 


The token oÞhis love. 

Orazia. Away no more 
Inhuman that thou art. 

Carlos. Then let her ſhriek, 
And rend her hair, and to his clay cold breaſt 
River her panting boſom No! the traitreſs 
Shall to the altar thou ſhalt lead her 

thither 

And there her blood ſhall expiate her guilt. 

Orazia. Thou tiger, nurs'd with gore! 
away , nor dare, 

With ſavage threats to wound a mother's ear. 

Carlos. The ſtorm is gather'd, and the 

thunder ſoon 


[ Extt. 
Orazia. Inhuman barb'rous man!—And 

muſt I lead, | 

Midſt en of triumph, and thro' feſtive 

bands, 

My daughter crown'd with garlands to the 
altar ?. 

Shall there the prieſt, fell miniſter of wrath, 
Force her to nuptials, which her foul ab- 

** _  hor— 
Vol. I. 1 Which 
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Which never—No—ſhe'll periſh rather 


firſt 


Give to ths cruel ax chat tender form !— 
And muſt her mother, muſt I then return 


Alone heart - broken deſolate. 
| withour 
My child chro- arches rais'd with pomp 
for her?. 


Thro' ways ſtill redolent of ev ry flow'r, 
Which, as ſhe went, they ſtrew'd beneath 
her feet 
I will not lead her no ſhe ſhall not go— 
Alzuma too Oh! miſery ſupreme !— 
Shall he too bleed ?—Thou murd'rer! hold 
thy hand 
It is Orazia's blood thou ſhed'ſ— The God, 
Who died for all, will not demand his 
life! 
But ſee, ſee 
there! 


He ſpeaks he menaces 


He dies, ws ak | 


Enter OnzLLAN A, 


| Ora: 210, Who s there 1 wonla't 
thou ?. bat: - 


Orell. Haſte thee, Orazia, haſte and 
| inſtant think, 


Think of ſome means to ward th impend- 
ing ſtroke.. 


Enrag'd Pirkrtls comes—Avow your ſon 
Perus 5 undoubted heir. 


Or asia. 


1 Y 


© — 


d 
d- 


— 
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Orazin. It muſt not be. EB 

That fatal rruch would overwhelm us 

all 

Diller remains no pow' r can 
| fave him. 


Enter P1ZARRO, Dow CaRLos, Ge. 


Pizarro. Yes, bring the traitor bin 
The ſanctity 
Of laws, the policy of our new ſtare 
As yet unfix' d, forbid all dull delay. 


Ener ALZUMA, GONZALEZ LE 
Guards, 


Orazia. Angels of light proteq him 
Save my ſon. 
[ Afrde. 
Pizarro. That once again I deign to parley 
with thee, 5 
'Tis gentle pity prompts—Take heed, raſh 
| FOE 
Or certain death 
Alzuma. Death is Ha only boon 
That Spain can give, or I will deign to 
take 
Come bloody bigot!—reverend aſſaſſin!— 
Come on at Once Here wreak thy pious 
rage, 
And do a murder i in the name of heav'n! 
AS Pizarro, 


| 


[ 
| 
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Pizarro. Doſt thou reproach us?—thoy, 
who oft haſt ſeen 
Blind ſuperſtition offer human victims, 
To your own ſenſeleſs, to your monſtrous 
idols? 


Alzumsa. Poliftvd barbarian ! —what doſt 
thou do leſs? 
8 wins nor tempt my vengeance! 


Alzuma. Thou art he = 
Who come'ſt to teach thy dofrine ſword in 
hand | 


from free-born 
men 
Withhold the ſacred privilege of think- 

| ing 

Thou haſt unchain'd, to ſpread deſtruction 

round, 
Lo! where infatiate 
avarice 


Enflaves mankind !—Lo! Spaniſh hierarchy 
Ere&s her ſcarlet head with pious rage 
Bears in her breaſt a poniard, and "with 
blood 

Incarnadines the altar of her god. 

Pizarro. Slave mark my words—No more 

Fil waſte the hours 

In vain debate Reſi ign thyſelf to Spain 
Abjure thy errors, and embrace the truth— 
Or elſe this moment ſweeps thee from my 
ſight, 
To die, in view of thy deluded friends, 


A terrible example of our vengeance. 
Oraxia. 


yrannize our ſouls; 


Two fiends accurſt 


4. 
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_ Orazia. No, by the pow'rs above he ſhall 
not die | 
The voice of heav'n reſtrains the murd'rer's 
hand ; 
A voice that's heard thro' all the peopled 
| earth, 
Reſounding to the limits of the world. 
Pizarro. Beware, beware, Orazia! 
Carlos. Still ſhe favours 
That inſolent, who ſpurns the light of 
heav'n. 
Orazia. Oh! tis the light of heav'n i in- 
forms my ſoul 
Theſe ſtrong emotions by the Pow'r 
Supreme 
Were olaneed here—The ſpirit that impels 
To blood and murder, cannot be from 
heav'n 
Nature, thou lead'ſt me on My child, my 
child 
I will protect thee Now, inhuman men, 
Now come, and tear him from a mother's 
arms. 
Orell. Yes, both, my brother both 
will periſh with thee. 
Pizarro. By heav'n 'tis treaſon! 
Carlos. Orellana's brother! | 
And not her huſband !—Then my heart's at 


peace. 

[Afide. 

Pizar ro. What means this myſt'ry ?—Say, 
art thou Alzuma * - 

X 3 Alzuma. 
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Alzuma. Behold me, Spaniard—Let thine 

| eye ſurvey me 

Shrinks not thy heart within thee ?—Read'{t 
thou nor 


A royalty of nature here? 
Pizarro. Forthwith 
Say, wilt thou take thy life on our con- 
ditions? 
Alzama. There are condirions that may 
| | win my ſoul 
Not wholly to abhor thee. 
Pizarro. Name thy terms! | 
Alzuma. Lay down at once the 2 
ö ing ſword— | 
Relieve from ſlavery a groaning world 
Aſk what we ſuffer, not what we be. 
lieve 
| Diſplay your morals, not your bigot fairh— 
If avarice is your god, take gold enough 
Freight well your ſhips and may pro- 
pitious gales 
In ſafety waft you to your native ſhores— 
That done, in time we may perhaps ans, ol 
We may at leaſt forgive you. 
Pizarro. Vanquiſh'd ſlave! 
And to a conqueror dar'ſt thou thus to 
Larter 
Thy ftabboen pride! h 
Alzuma. Back to your native ſhores 
1 1 do you here, amidſt a virtuous race? 
. Pizarro. The laws of conqueſt, and the 
laws of Spain— 
Alz118. 


Te 


fo 


on 
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Alzuma. And dar it thou, homicide, alledge 


. the laws? 
The laws of Spain ?—Know there's a prior 
law, 
To which weak mortals are not train d, but 
| born | 
Not fonts hy ſcience, but ede by 
inſtinct 
Great nature's law l that beſt, that ſureſt 
guide 


That emanation from the pow'rs above; 
O'er all diffus'd, immutable, eternal! 
This who ſhall ſilence? who ſhall dare 
repeal ? | 
Who FR to do it abdicates his nature; 
Renounces all the honours of his being, 
And by _ act, tho juſtice ne'er o'ertake 


im, 
Pays full atonement——He's a wretch in- 
2] n 097 deed. 1 
Pizarro. Tl hear no more Since thus 
thy heart is ſteel'd, 


Thus obſtinately fix'd in wilfull guilt, 
The Juſtice that Lo ens thy father's 
577 ae 
Awaits thy crimes No dark aſſaſſin 8 
| abe 
Ended his FRA _To our G Nagar: call'd, 
In full aſſembly 5 the conquering chiefs, 
He was arraign d, was heard, and died for 
treaſon 
To o Spain's imperial crowd; e an 
XN 4 Carlos. 


= ALZUM A 


Carlos. And ſhall that mockery, 
That ſtain to juſtice, that black ſcene of 
| horror, 
Be ated oer again? 0 
Pizarro. And doſt thou too, 
Doſt thou, rebel, confed'rate in their 
guilt!. $f, 
Our will is fix'd—Ere yonder ſun decline,— 
Hear me thou ſlave! or yield ro truth 
and Spain, = 
Or elſe yon ſun, that idol of your worſhip, 
Shall ſee thee on the rack, in pangs expire. 
[ Ext. 
Carlos. Thou brave heroic youth, thy 
ev'ry virtue 
By yon heav'n 1 


Demands my wonder 


ſwear 

Thou ſhalt not ſuffer My ſoul eager 

ans: 

To know, to | love, to burn in friendſhip 
| with thee. 

| [ Exit. 

_ Orazia. Alzuma Oh! my ſon in 

| this diſtreſs 

How ſhall the es mother ſave her 
child? 


Alzuma. Waſte not a thought on me 
1 Thy own miſdeeds, 
Repent of them —And fince the gods with- 
| hold 
A brave revenge, tis left us ſtill to die, 


And greatly periſh in our country's ruin. 
| Gon- 
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Gonzalez. You muſt not linger here—my 
duty bids me 
Convey thee hence. 

Orazia. Thou buſy meddler! here 
Orazia now commands— lead him forth, — 
And who ſhall dare oppoſe a mother's voice? 

[ Exit with Alzuma. 

Orell. Yet grant us vengeance, heav'n— 

Oh! give us ſtill 
To conquer ev'n in death; then mix trium- 
| phanr, 
With penlive ghoſts , and roam the ſhadowy 
| plain, 
Where all is peace, all bliſs in endleſs ſtore, 
And no pernicious Spaniard thirſts for gold. 


7 


Wy 


END or THE FourTH ACT. 


ACT 
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e ee ee Te 
Scene the Temple of the Sun. 


Enter ORAZ14 and ORELLAN A. 


Orazia. (2 cruel, go, and leave me 
I to my woes. 
Orell. J feel em all. but what, beſet 
| with ills, 
Can Orellana do? 

Orazia. What can ſhe do? 
Prevent the ſtroke; aſſuage "aha fury; 
Thar canſt thou do; yer obſtinately fix'd— 

Orell. But fix'd in honour Oh! thou 

little know'ſt 

Alzuma's ſoul : He will not take a life 
Purchas'd by vile diſgrace ; will ne'er ſurvive 
To ſee Don Carlos ſeize my plighted hand, 
That he may linger out his days in bondage. 
Orazia. And if his ardour, if his ev'ry 


virtue 
Swell o'er their bounds, and bear his reaſon 
down, 
Wilt thou unpitying The bare image 
ſtrikes 


Weep'ſt thou my daughter? Let the 
gen'rous ſorrow 


Melt thy hard heart, and bid Alzuma live. 
Orell. 


ne 


et 
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Orell. Would heav'n I could but if my 

| brother fall, 

Thrice happy 

both 

If ev'n in ruin our unſhaken zeal 

Our country honours, and our gods approve. 
Orazia. Then go, ruth on, unnatural as 

thou art | 

Go ſince thou wilt, and ſee a brother bleed 

Fil to the altar too—The blow that {ſheds 

Alzuma's blood will be Orazia's laſt. 


Wirh him 'tis fix'd to die 


Enter CARLOS. ; 


eee Let joy ſucceed and anch in 
your hearts | 
I bring ye gladſome tidings. 
Orazia. Speak thy purpoſe 
Carlos. I've ſeen your fon—Arlenght each 
raging paſſion 


To peace ſubſides, and rakes a milder tone. 


His errors vaniſh, and with ſenſe reclaim'd 

He' dedicates his ſoul ro truth and Spain. 
Orell. What do I hear? The tale of 

2 65 infamy! 


My fon 


Orazia. Then is Orazia bleſt 
ſhall live 
But tell me—does Alzuma—tell me all, 
Means he this day 
Carlos. This very hour he n means; 
To offer up his vows at yonder altar 
He and his choſen friends: He only aſks, 
That 
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That while Pizarro views the ſolemn act, 
The gazing multitude may ſtand aloof, 
Nor interrupt him in his holy work. 

Oraxia. All bounteous Providence. 

now, now indeed 

You give me back my ſon Upon the wing 
Of love and rapture let me ſeek Pizarro 
Tell him this unexpected bleſo d event, 
That ſaves at once a mother and her child. 


Exit. 


Orell. Thou hear'ſt it, radiant Deity 
thou hear: ſt 


This worſt of crimes 


halts, 
Nor turns its courſe back to the aſtoniſh'd eaſt, 
Nor impious mortals dread eternal night! 
Carlos. Suppreſs this ſtrom of paſſion 
| Smiling peace 
Comes with her gentle train, and love pre- 
pares 
His torch to brighten all our future hours. 
Orell. All truth is led—Alzuma is a ſlave! 
Carlos. Henceforth eſteem and digniries 


___ await him, 
New joys, and all that laviſh hearts can 
| 8 pour. 
Orell. Let him accept them let him 
meanly ſtoop 
To take a conqueror's gifts Theſe are 
your arts, 


The arts of tyranny, by which you draw 


With baleful luxury, with bland allurements, 
Each 


nor yet thy orbit 
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Each captive mind, till weak deluded men, 
Grown the volupruous ſlaves of ev'ry vice, 
Become the ſlaves of ev'ry maſter too. 
Carlos. A moment brings him to you; 
then you'll ſee 
He comes with mind enlighten'd. Truth 
divine 
Will om his bp more welcome touch thy 
ear, 
And huſh to peace this tumult of thy ſoul. 
[ Exit. 


ORELLANA. 


The tumulr of my ſoul will ever rage. 
Well, injur'd deities, you fly a land, 
Where nor one virtue's leit—You have full 
cauſe 
Ev'n your own progeny betrays your rights, 
To hoſtile gods betrays Yet let thoſe 
gods 
Boaſt of their proſelyte; to them he'll prove 
A young, a ſubtle hypocrite; each vow 
The traitor offers at their Chriſtian ſhrine, 
To his own heart, to univerſal nature 
Will give the Ive, and ſtamp the guilt upon 


im, 
By men and gods abhorr'd, the tenfold 
guilt 8 


Of daring to equivocate with hev'n! 
I will not live to ſee it Ha! he comes— 


Enter 
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Alzuma. My ſiſter !—why is this: Thou 
ſthun'ſt me then? 
Thou ſhun'ſt thy brother? 
Orell. Thou haſt ruin'd all. 
Alzuma. Diſtract me not with thy unkind 
diſdain.* {7:4 
All that is Mes: in nature leads me on, 
And my heart labours with the vaſt con- 
ception. . 
Orell. Vain effort to diſſemble. Even 
now 
The Arong expreſ} ve characters of guilt 
Glare in thy eye, and ſhoot their livid 
| fires. 
Alzama. Talk not of 6 little 
know ſt | 


Orell. Not talk, 
hen faith and truth , the ſenſe of ancient 
_ honour 

Are trampled down ?—when in baſe abje& 
| fear 

A brother derogates from all his race, 
Abjures at once his country and his gods, 
And with the foe capitulares for life? 
Alzuma. Thy virtue charms me But 
thou ill doſt chuſe 
This awful period 'Tis a moment big 
Wirh deſperation i with diſaſt'rous change, 
And horrible intent I ſee thee now 
„ * the laſt time, 


Orell 
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DODrell. What ſay'ſt thou? Ha! 
That look terrific — But too plain I read 
And yet they told me 
Alzuma. Who? 
Orell. Don Carlos. 
Alzuma. What? 
Orell. Of gods abjur'd. 
Alzama. And did'ſt thou hate thy brother? 
Orell. And can'ſt thou blame me? 
Alzuma, I do thank thee for it. 
Orell. Still thou art true? 
Alzama. As heav'n's foundation fix'd !— 
Fix'd as the marble pillars of the world. 
Orell. Have I then wrong'd thee ? Oh! 
| Alzuma. 


Alzuma. Come, 
Thou beſt of liſters! daughter of the ſan! 
WI thy character! come to my 
heart 
And yet is this a time, this hour of horror, 
To pour the foiteſt tranſports of the 
ſoul, 
And mingle tears with madneſs and deſpair? 
Orell. Thy words, thy looks, appall my 
jrighted ſenſe 
Alas! my brother, ere we part 
Alzuma. No more 
I charge thee, urge no more—Whate'er my 
lot, 


Thou'lt Wonder and applaud. 

Orell. Vet boading fears 
Let me attend thy ſteps. | : 
PR a | 5 Alzuma. 
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Alzuma. It muſt not be 
Wait here thy mother's 8 apt 
ſpeech 
I would not have her 
near me 
Time flies— The hour draws nigh— Im- 
| mortal pow'rs ! 
The genious of Peru! The fates are 
| | 2:5 Duff! 
All nature pauſes for the great event. 
| Orel. 3 Bhs words ——— Pi- 
Zarro comes ! 


Beguile her ſtay 


Pater PIZ ARR O. 


Pizargs: At length, Alzuma, with ſereneſt 


influence 
Wee lights upon thee-iTowe: the altar 
| blazes 
Thy FINES are rang'd around The brazen 
5 8 gates 
Exclude the buſy throng All things are 
| ready. 


Alzuma. All ready ſaid'ſt thou? 
Pizarro. All We wait but you. 
Alzuma, Horror! —You wait but me!— 
Go on—l follow. 
Peixarro. Approving heay'n ſmiles on tht 
* juſt deſign 
This holy work perfornrd all will be 
Well. 
[Exit Pizarro. 
Alzuma. 
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_ Alzame. Befirm, my heart—and you, my 
| ' trembling ſinews 
Hold, hold a while—What hollow voice iS 
that? 
Orell Tis ſilence deep, and ſolemn ſtill- 
| neſs round. 
Alzujna. « Now i is the time,” it cries—' 
| I come, I come. 
The ſacred impulſe—Hark!—it calls again— 
Ye crimſon ſpectres! and ye gleaming fires! 
Ye ſpirits, of revenge, who, point my way! 
Lead on—Your mortal inſtrument I come! 
Let. 
Orell. Oh! how my heart — Who s there? 


: " Har O0 4217. 


05 "A210. Ald will you ſtill 
With ſcorn reje& a lover's rend'reſt vows 7— 
Let me prevail. 
Orell. Tis not an hoc for love! 
Orazia. Not when your brother— 
Orell. He approves it not. 
Oruzia. Has he not call'd Pizarro to the 
altar? 
Orell, He wiſh'd to meet him there. 
Orazia. He wilhes too 
To ſee his ſiſter recompence at length 
Her lover's faithful fires Where iS Al- 
Zuma ? 
Haſt Ss not ſeen him? 
Orell. He went hence but now. 
g Von. L. Y Orazia. 
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Orazia. Then he has ſought the altar 
Let us thither. 
Orell. Till come anon not now It were 
not fit 
Far other work 
impends 
The work of fate Twere beſt remain 
You mult not go. 
- Orazia. What mean thoſe falt'ring ac. 
cents ?—ha!—what noiſe? 


Orell. Defend me, heav'nly pow 18, de- 
| *. me. 


vou ſhould be there- 


Or aid. Hark ! | 


p IZARR o within _ Scene. 


Perfidious traitor! Cleave him to the 


ground. 
. They murder him they kill 
| my ſon forbear . 
Hold, ruffians, hold. [Exit. 


A LZUMA within the Scenes. 


The gods, the injur'd g gods 
Demand his blood. 


o A. 


'Tis my brother's voice 
Yes, ſtrike Alzuma 


with redoubled 
blow 


Avenge 
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Avenge a father's death. Oh! how my 
heart 
Pants in this dread ſuſpenſe with hope and 
- Lear? 
I tremble for the event——Look down ye 
\ pow'rs 
And ſhield my brother's life. 


| Exit. 


Enter GON Z AlL. E z. 


Gonzalez. Wild tumult fills 
The ſpacious temple Ha! again I hear 
| - 3 


Whence this fierce uproar? 


Enter CARLOS. 


Carlos. Treaſon and murder! ——Sound 
there, ſound th' alarm! 
[ 4 flouriſh of trumpets, and the 
bell tolls. 
Gonzales. Alas! What new event—what 
| have the fates 
Carlos. Oh! 'ris a ſpectacle of woe and 
horror! 
My father dies a victim to their fury 
With treacherous arts Alzuma hath deceiv d 
us.—— 
The rites were all prepar'd; the lawn-rob'd 
prieſt 

Stood reverend at the altar; tapers blaz'd, 

Y 2 Incenſe 
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Incenſe ardfs, and organs fill'd the choir; 


When forth Alzuma came, with ſolemn 
pace, 


Looking fbmifl on; we ſcarce ſaw the blow ; z 


Wing'd with the light'ning's ſpeed, he 
ſheath'd his dagger 
Deep in my father's heart. 
Gonzalez. What ſays my Lord? 


Recall the word. 
Carlos. Oh blind and fatal raſhneſs, 


That drew me unſuſpecting to the altar !— 
No ſword, no weapon to defend his life !— 
Yet with what force I could, with deſp'rate 
rage 
I ruſh'd amidſt their throng—Ev'n that was 
vain 
The traitor's friends that inflant clos'd 
around me, 


And I no aid could give— 


thus 


The tardy ſoldier?—Will no friend ſupply 

An inſtrument of vengeance ? 

_ Gonzalez. Soon the guards... 

Shall ſtop each avenue Alzuma then 

Shall pay the forfeit of his horrid treaſon. 
Carlos. With lion-rage he daſh'd him on 

the ground 
With his left hand graſp'd the diſhevell'd 
hair, 
And RY his arm the plaited locks in- 
twining, 


In gore he dragg'd him to the altar's baſe ;— - 
An 


Why lingers 
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And I the while could only rend the air 
With Piercing cries they held my feeble 
arms. 


Gonzalez. And is he martyr'd thus by 
5 ſavage hands, 


His conqueſt ſtopt, and all his laurels 
wither d? 
Carlos. Orazia comes She raves, ſhe 
ſcreams, ſhe flies 
Wilder than winds; upon her mangled Lord 
Throws her extended body, claſps him 
cloſe, | 
Then looking piteous up with ſtreaming 
eyes, 
„Forbear, my ſon, forbear thou ſhalt 
| not murder.” 
But nöugbt can ſave Pizarro from his rage 
« Die, monſter, die” he cried then 
tore him from her 
Along the crimſon marble; in deſpair 
Upward ſhe ſprung, and darting round his 
neck 


With circling arms, entreats, implores, 
beſeeches, 


Bathes his broad cheſt with tears, and vainly 
ſtrives 


To ſave her huſband from a murd'rer's 
rage. 
Ge Deteſted treacherous villain! 
Carlos. Arm my friends 
Arm all Peru, and give the means of 
| | vengeance. 
d Gonzalez. 
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Gonzalez. This way, my Lord Revenge 

will now be ours 

At yonder gate I ſee the faithful bands. 
Carlos. Do thou go forth and let the 

70 | troops inveſt 

The temples round Let ev'ry paſs be clos'd, 
That none eſcape my fury. [Exit Gonzalez.] 

Righteous heav'n! 
Now in your cauſe ſtern juſtice lifts the 

ſword, 

And the fell murderer from the altar dragg'd 
Shall meet his inſtant doom. Evie. 
[Flouri/h of trumpets and bell tolls. 


Enter ALZUMA and OZ MAR. 


Alguma. Brave Ozmar oh! 
To ev'ry injur'd god this reeking blade 
Pour'd hot libation of the tyrant's blood. 
Ozmar. Immortal ſpirits, crown him, 
crown the hero; 
The godlike blow for liberty is ſtruck. 
Alzuma. The murd'rer of mankind has 
breath'd his laſt. 


Enter ORELLAN A. 


Alzuma. My Orellana, hal- what means 
that look, 

_ Ghaſtly and pale? Wherefore that trembl- 

ing ſtep? 


Thou art not wounded? 
Orell. Oh! too deep 


too deep 
Thou too Alzuma 


born to bitter woe! 


Deep 
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Deep in thy heart is fix d the mortal ſtab— 
The altar bluſhes with forbidden blood 
Thy wretched mother 
Alzuma. Speak —diſtract me not. 
Orell. Ev'n now ſhe dies. 
Alzuma. By the dread pow'rs of vengeance, 
Who e'er has dard I here atteſt the 
gods 
Orell. Atteſt not heav'n againſt S 
-| arm 


Alas! thy deſp'rate arm. 
Alzuma. What doſt thou mean? . 
Orel. Too plain I ſaw— as round your 

neck ſhe clung, 

And ſued for mercy to Pizarro's life; 

You then unconſcious bent on other 

miſchief. 

As ſtill ſhe ſtruggled to reſtrain cya arm— 

Then guſh'd the ſacred blood that gave you 

being. 
Alzuma. Open thou earth, and take me 
| — me down 

To ſcare the fiends below. 


The back Scene draws, and diſcovers an 
Altar, P1ZARR0o lying dead, and — al 
Indians ſtanding r ound. 


OR AZ IA is brought forward. 


Orell. And lo! ſee there 
See where the miſerable victim comes. 
Y 4 Orazia. 
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Orazia. Oh! I am faint—lI die—ſoft— 
| lay me down 
Orell. 88 fate! | 
Alzuma. Have I deſerv'd this mie! 
Orazia. I die l—alas! I die- where are 

my children ?— 

My Orellana nearer Oh! Alzuma! 

Wilt hou not know me? in this laſt 
| diſtreſs 


Not lend a pitying hand? 
Alzuma. Tis red with blood 
With horrid parricide——its doeh will 
blaſt 
Thy ſad remains of life. 
Orazia. Approach; Alzuma—— 
Supporr me Lend your hand- 
Orellana, yours 
Life ebbs a 41 leave ye both——1 


_ Yours, 


leave 

My dear, dear children—Yer to hold ye 
thus 

Makes ev'n languor ſmile——and ſoftens 
all 


The pangs of death. 
Alzuma.., I call each god to witneſs, 


Each cruel god, I never meant to 


harm 


That matron breaſt that gave its nurture 


ro me. 
vel. Alas! the agonies of death are on 
8 


Euter 
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Enter CATLOS; 


Carlos. There fix your arion, guards !— 


Oren too 
Deform'd and gaſh'd with wounds! 
death's embrace! 
Fell ſavage monſter! Torture waits your 
gquilt. 
Oraxia. Forbear, forbear; the warning 
hand of heav'n 
With theſe events repays our thirſt of blood 
Too much has flow'd already Let my 
child 
| Now live in peace it is my dying pray'r. 
Alzuma. Doſt thou forgive thy horrible 
aſlafſin? 
Orazia. Tas not thy guiltMiſchance, 
twas dire miſchance 
That rde the deed I thought they 
murder'd thee, —— 


I flew—thy mother flew to ſave her child — 


In that fad moment Oh! 
Orell. Vet ſpare her, heav'n! 
Alzuma. She dies in torment. 
Oraxia. No, Alzuma, no 

I feel no pain, my child—In me thou ſeeſt 

How an expiring Chriſtian ſuffers death— 

Thou God of mercy—ha !-—hold —raiſe 


me up 
Az where „ where ar't thou? Vet 
a word f 
If ever I was dear if ever Oh! Dias. 


3 


in 


| 
i 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
il 
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Alzuma. She's gone; ſhe's gone; and 
with her dying breath 
Pardon'd her murderer!. Could ſhe then 
forgive me? 
Is that a Chriſtian virtue? 
Carlos. *Tis the virtue 
u have ſpurn'd; but fince tl 


| WW. expiring ſaint 
Granted H pardon— Spain accords it 
too! 


Alzuma. Strife me, juſt gods, deep to 
the center here 
d a parrif Be a mother's blood 
rows en this hand !—And are ye 


not 


| t 


Gods ouſt vengeance? Will your wrath 
WW. permit 
A wretch Nme to ſtalk the groaning 
| ITS earth; "up 
Ye mountains hide me! Oh! no place 
K can hide. 
A deed accurs'd like mine! 
[ Falls down. 


Orell. And do I live 
To ſee my mother thus? 
form! 
A little while and thoſe dead lips had 
| utt'rance! 
That heart beat warm with gen rous affec- 
olive! 
Thus do I ſee thee? Is this mangled corſe 
All that is left me of thee? 


A ghaſtly 


Carlos. 


Yo Et 


| Repentance may efface 
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Carlos. She, like me, 
Has loſt a parent Lend her your aſſi ſtance; 2 
My friends, ſupport her weak and tender 
frame. 
Alzuma. ¶ Riſing on his knees. She gave me 


being, and this impious hand 


Hath giv'n a ſtab to nature to the 
womb _ 
That broughe me forth, bears the aſſaſſin's 
knife; 55 
I wait juſt pow'rs for your dread pleaſure— 
ſtrike; 


Here ſtrike at once; launch your red 
vengeance down 

Puniſh and pity me! 

Carlos. His woes are great, 
And his heart lab'ring with the ſtrong com- 
punttion 

Speaks the ſoul big with ev'ry gen'rous 

inſtinct, | 

Forgive me, oh! 

my father, 


Wild nature's growth 


Who there lieſt ſtretch'd in death if 1 


reſpect 


The virtues of a foe Alzuma, riſe 


Alzuma. Away, nor talk [ſtarting up.] 
Of fruitleſs penitence no gods can 
| pardon 
A crime like this—See there thoſe glaring 

orbs |! 
That boſom gor'd Is this deſtructive hand. 
Orazia! 
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Orazia \——oh that look, that ſmile in 
Godrk, 


Damns me beyond all depth— And yet J 


muſt 
I will approach her—ſkneels down by her.] I no 
more can murder thee— 
Where are your tortures—Spaniard ?—Lo! 
that ſight, - 
Tear out diſſe& my heart. 

Carlos. Alzuma hear me 
In thee T have beheld the fierce extreme 
Of ſavage virtue. for a father lolt 
You've laid a ſcene of blood But now 

behold | 
A Chriſtian's virtue By thy fatal arm 
My father there lies dead and I forgive 
ou 
Forgive me ſaid'ſt 
thou! 


Alzuma. Forgive 


Won Ves; nay more, 
T pity your misfortunes For your country 


You've bravely fought! and I applaud your 
valour. 


For the miſtaken zeal which here by ſlauglter 
Would plant the worſhip of the God of 
| peace, 
T do diſclaim ir all Thar righteous God, 
Who gave the ſun irs light, and from his 
hand 
Launch'd forth the ſtars into the void 
iminenſe, 


He tells weak erring man—we may perſuade 
Our 
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in our fellow creatures to embrace their good, 


But ev'n for truth itſelf muſt not deſtroy. 
I Orell Riſing up.] Oh! wherefore, Carlos, 
weꝛre thoſe godlike virtues 
10 To this fad hour conceal'd! Chriſtians and 
— Indians | 
Both, both have err d alike—The cruelty 
That mark” d its way with blood, provok'd 
revenge: 
But this your effort, of unheard of goodneſs, 
Bids us repent ev'n of our country's love, 
Ev'n of our gods, and Orellana's heart 
Turns Chriſtian at the thought! 
Alzuma. Oh, loſt Peru! 
Fall'n, fall'n indeed thy foe was hitherto 
A robber, and a murderer! now he 
conquers 3 
Now his religion triumphs—all thy gods, 
Oh, land belov'd! thy gods prepare for 
flighr, 
They yield to ſome divinity unknown. 
Some great firſt cauſe of all! And ſhall 
yon fun 
Move at a maker's will his ſtated round, 
No longer now ador'd!___ The hoſt of 
ſtars, 
Shall they be deem'd his work? 
rainbow too, 
That overarches the wide trads of air, 


Is his the hand that bent it l am loſt 
In doubt and wonder ! Spaniard, mark 
| my words; 


; | If 
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If ſuch the virtues which your God inſpires, 
Well learn of thee to live; and oh! will 
0 +. learn, 
T hon e excellence! of thee to die. 
Carlos. Enſighten'd hence, ye rulers of 
each ſtate, | 
Learn to extinguiſh fierce religious hate; 
Truth came reveal'd from the eternal mind, 
To bid us love, and not deſtroy mankind; 
Not blaſt the. — ; which heav'n with 
pleaſure owns: 
Hear; bigor kings! and tremble on your 
W | 


— 


END or THE FiFTH AND LAST 
| ACT. | 


2 8.5. 


THE 


$ 


T IN ARCADIA, 
DRAMATIC POEM, | 


GEorG KEATE. 


PERSONS. 


DoRrASTUs, a rich Shepherd living as a 


Hermit. 
LYSANDER, 2 young Spartan, Lover of 
W 


M USIDORUS, an Arcadian Shepherd. 


Evengm: 4, betrothed to LysAN Ex. 
DEL 14, Friend to Kor MIA. 
DarHNE, and LAURA, Daughters of 
| Mu$1D0RUs. 


of 


THE 
MONUMENT IN ARCADIA, 
A DRAMATIC POEM. 


Tl. 


A beautiful Proſpect of AR GAD 14, Sbe⸗ 
Ppberds Dwellings diſperſed at a 2125 
and a Mood on one Side. | 


Enter LYSANDER, EUPHEMIA, 
and D E L I A. 


Lyſander. 
"SANE? to the Gods! our cheerful 
Steps at laſt 
Have reach'd theſe happy Climes; where 
refug'd Virtue, 
Midſt laughing Vales, . o'er-arch'd by cloud- 
a7.” leſs Skies, | 
ers a calm Retreat. And now, lov'd 


23 N Maid! 
Whom I ars loa” and would follow 
-: > 
To Farth's bet Bounds; 'tis Time to 
claim 
That brigtit Reward, which, before DEL1A 
here, 


Your lord W DEL1A, you have 


fot, 


VOI. I. 2 Soon 
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Soon as my Voice had welcom'd your Ar- 
rival, 


Should crown my willing Service. 


Euphemia. 
| Gen'rous Youth! 
Whoſe fond Compliance with a Maid's Re- 
queſt 
Has led you far from home ; the * you 
a 
will poorly pay your Virtues; take my Hand, 
And know I give it but to pledge a, Heart 
" ev'ry Title yours. 


1-7: 
_ __Unſhaken, * 
Remain this Union! — Now! EuPpHE MIA, 
now 
. Behold your Rope accompliſh'd! — Breathe 
we not 
A purer Air! And does not this bright Scene, 
Which opens round us, realize the Truth 
Of all AkanTHe ſaid? ? | 


Euphemia. 
It does; it does, 
Peace to her Shade! And, DELIA, we ſhall 
_ bleſs 
The friendly Path we trod; though ſcarcely 
* 
LVYVSAN DER knows why I ſo long forbore 
To crown his Love , and in this diſtant 
Clime 
Would only wed. | 
Lyſander. 


<= WE 6828 
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Lyſander. 


| Tr was enough for me 
To know your With ; contented to be bleſt 
On your own Terms. But oft' P've heard 

A you ſay, 
Your dying Mother, poor ARANTHE! left 
Theſe Counſels i in your Ear, with 438 ſad 
Sign 

Which never more is heard. p 


5 | Eupbemia. : | 
- Her Care alone 
Rear'd me to what I am; yet I ne'er knew 
A Parent's Fondneſs. She was of ARCADIA; 
And when the SparRTAN Arms, with fierce 


Deſcent, 
Sought theſe defenceleſs Shades, was forc'd 
away 
With other Captives. Then, all pale with 
Tears, | 
Leſt Violence ſhould ſeize what Choice 
deny'd, 
She gave the Nacdrer, What he aſk'd, her 
Hand, 
And yielded to his Wiſh. — Vows thus con- 
ſtrain'd 
Ne'er draw down Bleſſings. Fifteen tedious 
Years 


She felt a lordly Huſband's rigid Sway ; 
Till Fate diſſolv'd her Bondage, and reſtor'd 
Her —_— 


2 Lyſander 
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Lyſander. 
EvPHEM1A, you relate 


What moves my Wonder; for till now, I 


dieem' d 
vou were ARANTHE's Child. 


Eu hemia. 
thought ſo too: 
But mark the Sequel. Freedom came too 
late: | 
Worn by Diſſimulation's irkſome Taſk 
For Years repeated, ſlow-conſuming Care 
Subdu'd at laſt her Frame. Ax C ADIA's Vales 
She now no more could viſit; that fond 
| Hope | 
Through woe Captivity ſuſtain'd the Soul, 
Which ſunk to find it loſt, 


Lyſander. 
0 a ot long the Mourner 
_ Survivd her Huſband? 


Eupbe mia. 
Scarcely half the Space 
Of ren fad Moons. The lamp of Life each 
Day 


Burnt fainter; and a ſudden Stroke its Light 


Almoſt extinguiſhing, ſhe call'd me to her, 


And bade me bring the Friend whom moſt 


I lov'd, 
My DELIA, with me. To our Ears ſhe then, 
By interrupted Words with Pain brought 
forth, 
Unlock'd 


0 
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Unlock'd her Heart; — told me, a Mother's 
Name _ 
Was bur eflim'd, that he whom ſhe eſpous'd 
Might treat me gently ; that my infant Years 
Were to her Care confided; that her All 
She had bequeath'd me; and her dying Wiſh 
Was, that, when Time ſhould favor the 
Intent, 
I'd ſeek ARCADIA. +64 If, my Child!” 
ſhe cry'd, 
«Thy Lot be Happineſs, twill meet thee 
there; 
« Be Hope thy Guide: The righteous Gods, 
FRA perhaps 
“May there reſtore . But what was 
| all conceal'd; 
For Death that Inſtant ſeiz d her Pow'rs of 
Speech, 


5 left me loſt i in Darkneſs and Diſtreſs. 


Delia. 


Nor till her Spirit fled, ceas'd ſhe to fix, 

Though Utrrance was deny'd, on my fair 
Friend 

Looks forcible as Language. We have 
ſearch'd, 

Where' er Conjecture wings its dubious 

Flight, 

To trace her Meaning, or deſcry from whence 

 Evenemia drew her Birth; but ev'ry Path 

Perplex'd and tangled, {till in Darkneſs ends. 


Z 2 Lyſander. 
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 Lyſander. 
Some Cauſe forbade, or ſhe Hap? neer fo 
long 
Conceal'd the Story, which her parting 
Breath 

Could notenough diſcloſe. But ſay, my Love, 
Did not AR AN THE oft' at other Times 
Diſcourſe the Beauties of her native Land, 
The more to tempt you to this Pilgrimage; 


Euphemia. 
Oh, frequent! frequent! It was oft her 
| Subject, 
And ſhe would tell ſuch Wonders of An- 
CAD IA, 
So boaſt its joyous Skies, where Love, 
where Truth, 
And fair Simplicity reign'd undiſturb'd, 
That all entranc'd I heard her, and my Soul 
Dwelt on her Story, till it oin'd to ſee 
Theſe Heav'n-diſtinguiſh'd Regions, — To 
myſelf, 
In ſecret, then I vow'd, that I would ne'er 
But in ARCADIA wed.—It was for this 
ARCADIA was ſo oft my Theme, when firſt 
You grac'd me with your Notice; . twas for 
this 
1 hirher led you ; and at ſome near Shrine 
My Vow ſhall be confirm'd. 


/ Lyſander. 
Bleſt be the Night, 


When forth Iled you from deteſted SPART 4 
Ne'er 
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Ne'er to behold it more! Deteſted Sp arTa! 


Where the firm Virtue of our rigid Fathers, 


Which nerv'd their Arm, and gave th' ad- 
miring World 

A Line of Heroes, is debas'd by Vice, | 

Or cruſh'd by pow'rful Faction. To forget 

The Cloud that ſhades my Country, ben my 
Taſk; 

Since 8 Tve borne a Prize, in whom 
I view 


The Graces of the pureſt Times. 


Enphemia. 
No more! 


Already you o'erpay me. 


Lyſander. 5 
Bounteous Maid! 
My Tongue would beggar Language, ſhould 
it ſpeak 
The Tranſport I now feel to call thee mine, 
And to enfold thee thus. Whatever Joys 
This Clime ſhall offer, they can nothing add 
To mine, eee thee. 


Delia. 
Behold! a 3 
Of Swains advancing! Haply, we from them 
May gain all due Intelligence. 


Ly auder. 
/ Yet hold! 


They ſeem aſſembled on ſome Ceremony; 
Z 4 'T were 


dl 2 2 
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'T were beſt at Diſtance mark them ; — for 
a while 

Let us withdraw beneath theſe. bow? ring 
| | Shades. 

l They retire into bags Wood, 


Mus1Dorvus, DAPHNE, Lavea, and a 


Number of AR CA DI N Shepherds and 
Shepherdeſſes , bearing in their Hands Gar- 
lands of Flowers. | | 


They Akmene; „ ſinging. 


8 HO R US. 
Give the Hour to ſober Pleaſures ; 
Cheerful Hearts are Life's beſt Treaſures: 
Let the choral Song go round ; 
Echo ſhall our Joys reſound. 


Mu ſiclorus. 
Onward ARCADI ans! bear your flow'ry 
Wreaths, - 

Twin'd wich the faireſt Sweets of ev'ry Kind 

Thar ſcent the Ev' ning Air, and with them 
deck 

The ſacred Pines of PAN; while the deep 
Grove 

Tells to the diſtant Hills our feſtive Rites. — 

'Tis wiſely done to make rhe moſt of Life: 

Whilſt a rance ſits the Guardian of our 
Sports, 

Each 


1 
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Each grateful Smile that dimpftze o'er the 
Cheek 
Is Tribute paid the Gods. | 


_ Firſt Arcadian. 
Let ſuch as tread 
The buſy Haunts of Men, where Envy ſhoots 
Its poiſon'd Arrows, wear their Brow o'ercalt ; 
Our Vales are only Witneſſes of Joy, 
And Mirth well-authoriz'd; our fertile Soil 
A happier Sun-ſhine warms ; and the preſs'd 
Grape 
Pouring from Goblers deep its purple Stream, 
Drives off imagin'd Ills, and the cheer'd 


Mind 
Mita to ire 


A 1 Ef | 
Gloomy Care can ne er controul 
Foys that wait the temp'rate Bowl ; 
Welcome all its pure Delights, 
Blameleſs Days, and peaceful Nights. 


In our Cup her radiant V/ings 
Fancy dips , and brighter ſprings 3 
To her the Pow'r is giv'u 
To ſoar beyond the Pride of Kings, 
And form on ev'ry Spot a Heav'n. 


Lysan- 
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LyYSANDER, Evupnemia, ond DEL, 
appear from the Mood. 


Lyſander. 


Forgive us Shepherds, 
If we as Strangers peradventure preſs 
Somewhat abruprly on you. Wide is ſpread 
The Fame of your fair Clime; and it hath 
hither 

Allur'd our Steps, inquiſitive to learn 

That true Simplicity which marks your Lives, 
And makes them deem'd ſo happy. 


Mnufidorus. 


Luoau are welcome 
To theſes, pacific Shades, and doubly fo 


As being Strangers: but if chance you come 


From Scenes of artful Life, where Pomp 
diſplays 

Its ſplendid Fallacies, ours ſcarce will 
charm.— 

Yet here Content reſides, and rural Eaſe ; 
With ev'ry Bleſſing which the bounteous 
CET Tv PAN: 

Beſtows on virtuous Toils. 


Lyſander. 
Deem not that we 
So ill have read the World, that our fool'd 
Senle 
Nought charms 
ſo much 
As the bright Luſtre of an upright Mind, 
Active, 


Is caught by Pageantry. 


r 
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Active, and ſteady. And in lonely Vales, 

And Roofs unnotic'd, oft' ſuch Virtues dwell 

As Courts with Pride might boaſt; though 
2 all unſeen 

Their Graces bloom, ſave by a circling few, 

And Heav'ns approving Eye. 


Firſt Arcadian. 
Your Reas'ning, Youth, 
Beſpeaks a Mind well turor'd; and your 
Chance 
Hath thrown you amongſt Men, who know 
ro Prize 
The Heart that points to Virtue. 
thare 
Whate'er theſe Plains afford. Say, will you 
join 
Our feſtive Rites? Or, rather, do you ſeek 
Reſt and Refreſhment ? Long perchance 
hath been | 
Your Way; ; and theſe your fair Companions 
tire. 


Freely 


Lyſander. 
long hath been our Way; but 
5 we have made it 
Pleaſure, not Toil. You ſhall at Leiſure 
| know 
Whate'er in the ſmall Circle of our Lives 
May win your Ear. Suthce it now to fay 
What beyoad Reit, SFO your proffer'd 
Care, 


True 


Sits 
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Sits neareſt at my Heart, is, that you guide 

Our Steps to where, before ſome hallow'd 
Shrine, 

This 8 Maid and I may ſwear till 
Death 

Long, too long, my 
liſs 

Hath been abe and tedious ſeems to 
creep 

Each lazy Minute now, till I can boaſt 

Alliance with her Virtues. 


Mu ſidorus. 
Such a Place 
Stands in the Covert of yon Wood; be 
mine 
The Taſk to lead you thither. Leagues 
of Love 
Approv' d by Vicne, from their ſtarry Thro- 
nes 
The Gods behold well pleas'd. Go you 
before 
My Daughters, and with virgin Hands adorn 
The nuptial Altar. Shepherds, you'll 
purſue 
Your purpos'd Sports: we ſhall at Eve rejoin. 


[ Exeunt DAPHNE and LAURA. 


A laſting Union. 


Ly ſander. 

Here, my EurphEMUIA, our long Voyage 
ends, 

Safe in the wiſh'd-for port we ride in Peace, 

Anchor'd 
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Anchor'd by Love and Friendſhip.— Gen' rous 
RE Swain! 

Your hoſpitable Kindneſs aſks more Praiſe 

Than my poor Tongue can give; a Time 
may come 


When I may better ſpeak it. 


 Mufidorns. 

| Nay! no more; 
act but as I oughr. Benevolence 
Is due from Man to Man. —— Come, 

Lady, on; | 

The Altar now attends your maiden Vows; 
Be thrifty of the Hour, the Day wears faſt. 

Exeunt Mus ipokus, LYSAN DER, 

EU PRE MIA, and DELIA. 


Firſt Arcadian. 

Now with light Foot, to ſportive Mea- 
5 e fures beat, | 
Strike ev'ry ſprightly Note, that ere we join 
In yonder hallow'd Grove, we to the Dance 
May add new Graces, and avow our Zeal. 


A DANCE of ARCADIANS. 
After the DAN OE, the CHoRUs repeated. 
Give the Hour to ſober Pleaſures ; 
Cheer ful Hearts are Life's beſt Treaſures - 


Let the choral Song go round; 
Echo /hall our Joys reſound. 


L Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE. 


A wild rocky Entrance to a Cave; on one Sid: 
of which is ſeen a Wood. 


DORA 1 VS enters from the Cave. Aſter 
looking attentively around, be comes ſlowly 
forward. 

Doraſtus. 


Hail! to the Ev'ning Sun, which from 
the Weſt 


Empurples all the Sky, and this my Cave 
Gilds with its parting Rays; this moſs- 


grown Cave, 
Long by my Feorſieps worn! for ſince 
the Arms 
Of the fell SpARTANs tore my Child away, 
[Sole Pledge of a dear Union] with rhe 
Friend 
To whom her dying Mother gave the Charge 
To train her Infancy ; and ev'ry Hope 
To trace their Fate is vain; I've ſhun'd the 
Plain, 
Nor mingled with the Cay. —In theſe lone 
Shades 
I wake my Mind to Truth; and as the 
Stream 
Of Life flows gently on, purſue that Peace 
Philoſophy inſpires, and patient wait 
Th' 5 of the Gods — But I 


muſt hence 


The | 
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The length'ning Shadows warn me now to 
ſeek 
In the near Valley ſuch ſweet ſmelling 
Flow'rs - 
As give their Verſus to the Ev'ning Gale, 
And ftrew them round yon vacant Tomb I've 
| rear'd 
To ſooth a Father's Sorrows. —— There's 
in Grief 
A melancholy Pleaſure, which indulg'd, 
| Becalms the Soul and ſuch rhis Taſk to 
MNC,—— 
O much-lamented Maid! if from this World 
Eſcap'd, thou ſit'ſt a Spirit in Air, accept 
A Parent's pious OfPring ;—or if Nall 
Thou draw'ft the Breath of Bondage, or 
art doom'd 
To tread the flinty Ways of Life, may 
Heav'n 
Give thee proportion d Virtue Vet a while, 
A tranſient Space, Time's friendly Hand 
ſhall guide 
Each Suff rer to his Reſt, and all our Cares 
Shall melt to nothing, "like the Morning 
Dew. 
Exit. 


END OF THE FirsT ACT. 


ACT 


366 THE MoNUMENT 


„„ 
A FER AL SCENE: 


Enter LysaNDER, EUPHEMIA, DELIA, 


| Musivorvus, DAPHNE, and LAURA. 


As they are all advancing from the End of the 
Stage, DAPHNE and LA u R A ſing the 
Ren 


H © U ET. 

YME N pleas'd your Fath fever? ; 
All his peaceful Bleſſings ſhare! 

Pureſt Friendſhip crown your Days ! 

| Foy attend you , happy Pair ! 


Lyſander. 

Thanks; courteous Fair-ones, Thanks; 
9 T lirtle hop'd 

Sock Bridocinatds for my Love; bur you are 
all 

As bounteous 1 Skies; ; and your kind 
Care 

Shall bind us both your Debtors.— — Tou, 
good Shepherds, 

Who with your Daughters at the Shrine of 
PAN 

Have witneſs to our Vows, ſhall ſee [ truſt 

That they were ſeal'd with Truth, and only 
| | join'd 

Hearts of congenial Mould. 

1 | Mruſtdorus. 


Ks; 


are 
ind 
ou, 
of 


ruſt 
nly 


FU, 
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Mu ſidorus. 
May circling Vears 
Still firmer bind them! and the Hand of 
Death 
Alone difolve-rhis Union! 


EFupbemia. 


Heavy n ſo grant 
Moſt freely Shepherd I accept your Grace, 
And proffer'd Services; wrapt in Delight 
To meet already in this ſtranger Land 
duch * Smiles. 


Daphne. 


Nor here is ſeen 
A Smile the Heart avows not; our plain 
Life 
Diſdains thoſe Arts ad Falſhoods, which 
2 they ſay 
Are practis'd by the Great- ones of the World. 
Ambition walks not here; nor is here known 
Envy, its fell Aſſociate. Rural Cares 
Employ the fleeting Day, and one firm 
| Chain 
Of ſocial Harmony unites. us all. 
Our remp'rate Board gives Cheerfulneſs and 
Health; 
And there Contentment fits, and Lids us 
ſcorn 
What cheated Man calls Luxury. 


You. TL” | Aa | Laura. 
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Laura. ; 
Nor yet 
Shatl our calm Plains abuſe your Hopes; 
| the Eye 
As well as Mindis ſolac'd. Nature blooms 


In youthful Beauty round us, from her Urn 
Scatt'ring unnumber'd Treaſures. Mark 
| how glows 
The vivid Landſcape; and the burthen'd 
Earth 
Pants with the gay Profuſion. 


Euphemia. Hh . 
A new World 
Springs up before me. See, LVS AND ER, ſee 
What vary'd Sweets {ſhall ſtrew our future 
Paths 
Beneath this better Sun. 


Lyſander. 
Rooted I ſtand, 
And loſt in Admiration thank the Gods 
For all their Bounty to me; chief for Thee 
Their nobleſt Boon, thou Crown of my 
Deſires! 
Thou lovely Charmer! —O my Friends, 
excuſe 
A young Man's Tranſport; when you bet- 
ter know 
This Maiden's Excellence, you will confeſs 
My Tongue no Flatr'rer for ſhe wears 
a Heart 
= o 


% 
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So pure, fo ſpotleſs, that it might be ſhrin'd 
In Cryſtal, and have all irs Movements 
ſcann'd ! 


Muſidorus. 
My Boſom ſhares | your Tranſport. 
Gentle Lady, | 
Beneath the Umbrage of yon tufred Trees, 
Which ſhade the Margin of theazureStream 
That ſteals along its Side, our Dwelling 
ei and, | 
Ruſtic and ſimple; thick er it ſhoots 
The flaunting Woodbine; and each fragrant 
| Flow'r 
There T've 
| | prepar'd | 
Acheerful Welcome; all our rural Sports 
My Daughters ſhall relate, and teach you 
too, 
If ſo you like, to tend our fleecy Folds; 
For all are Shepherds here. | 


Adorns the verdant Scene. 


Luphemia. 
Something but now, 
As o'er the Lawh we paſs'd, Laura 
diſcours'd 
Of a grey Hermit, whoſe religious Life 
Gain'd him ſuch Love, that each ARCADIAN 
deem'd 
His Bleſſing proſp'rous; fain on this Day's 
\- A: 
Would I implore ir. 
Aa 2 Muſidorus. 


—_— K — — — — 
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As homeward now we pals. 
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Mrufdor 18. | 
Lady, he you mean 


Dwells at the moſſy Foot of yonder Rock, 


The good DorasTus; Shepherd once 
7 himſelf, 
And Maſter ftill of many a Flock; but he, 
Long from our Plains ſequeſter'd, mourns 
retir'd 
A Loſs that weighs his grey Hairs down. 
All here 
view him with\filial Love ; for he's to all 
A Friend, a Father. Thichet Fl conduct 
you 


Lyſander. | 
We will attend; 


Yet tarry but a Space, while from thoſe 


Trees 
Of daring Roſes that invite the Touch 
I pluck ſome crimſon Buds, and twilt a 
Wreath 


For my EurhRMIA's Brow; ſhe has not yet 
en d her bridal Garland. 
[ Exit. 


Eupbemia. 1355 
On this Bank 
Await we his Return. Sit, my fair Maids; 


And DELIA, calm the Flutr rings of my 
Heart 


By 


" 


'et 
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By ſome ſoft Strain. — Give me that 


cheering Song 
ARANTHE ſo much lov'd. | 


Delia. 
I.⸗Iis well devis'd, 
Nor foreign to the Moment, ——I obey. 


All the Splendor which Wealth can diſplay 


Is ſo vain, that it quickly muſt cloy; __. 
Like a Bubble, it ſoon melts away, 

IF HOPE does not heighten the Foy. 
Sweet Paſſion ! without thee, the Soul 

In the Midſt of Fruition would tire; 


Into Times yet unborn thou canſt roll, 
And expand on the Wings of Defzre. 


It was HOPE that firft planted my Vine, 
And its Cluſters laxurion H. ſpread 3 


Rear 'd my Fig-tree whoſe Branches intwine 


And ſo gratefully [Aadow my Head. 


HOPE comforts the Mourner's {ad State, 
Sooths the Wretch who is ſiruggling with 
Pain, | 
Bids the Captive ſupport his hard Fate, 
And to Home turns his Eyes back again. 


Aa 3 Dn Bright, 
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Bright Charmer] ah! live in my Breaſt, 
Round my Temples thy Garland ſtill bind; 

Thou ſhalt calm all my Sorrows to Reſt, 
And cheer with thy Sunſhine my Mind. 


Euphemia. 


Kind DELIA, take my Thanks. I feel 
| the Truth 
Thy Strain inſpires; for ſee LVS AN DER 
comes, 
Who round the little Region of my Heart 
Bids HOPE triumphant 8 


Lys AND ER re. enters, with a Chaplet of Roſes 
in his Hand. 


„Linde 


EUPHEMIJA, wear 
This blooming Wreath, in Honor of the 
* Day, 
And as an Emblem of our twin'd Affections.— 
[Preſents her the Chaplet. 


This hath a tranſient Date, but they I truſt 
Shall never know Decay. Now let us 
ſpeed 
To ſeek the . good Shepherd 
| on. 
[Exeunt. 


The 
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The Scene opening diſcovers a Wood. In the 
Middle of the Stage is a MoNuMEenr, 
with the Statue of a Nymph lying on it. 


Upon its Baſe appears this Inſcription , in 
large Characters, 


I TOO WAS AN ARCADIAN. 


| DonasTus is Few ſending near the Tomb, 
with a Baſket of Flowers in his Hand, 
ſinging the folowing 


/ A I X. 
My Woes, O Mem'ry! ceaſe to trace; 
Ah! curſe no more the SPARTAN Race? 
Come meek-ey'd Patience, calm my Mind, 
And make it to its Fate reſign'd.— 
This fancy'd Form, this empty Tomb 
Relieves the Rigour of my Doom. 


Enter MUs1DORUS, LYSANDER, EUPHE= 
MIA, DELIA, DAPHNE, and LAURA. 


Muſidorus. 


Pehold the good old Mann the ſtill 
Air 
How ſweetly floats his plaintive Voice 
Beſide 
This Wood he dwells, and here at ſetting 
- Sun 


Aa 4 Sings 
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Sings his accuſtom'd Dirge, as Mem'ry drops 


A 5 o'er Rope Scenes that Time hath 
clos'd. 


Tan 


Say, what yon Pile which be beſtrews with 
Flow'rs ? 
Tt ſeems a Tomb, and that fair ſculptur'd 
Form. 
Declares it ſuch; as Joes the 1 
„too was an Arcadian.” 


Muſidorus. 

He bewails 
A 3 torn away, on whom he built 

The Comfort of his Age; it is for her 
This mournful Pile is rear'd, theſe Rites 

perform'd. —— 
But ſoft A Moment ends Se let us not 
Invade his Privacy. 

[ They keep ration on one Side of 

the 3 bo ors 


D ORASTUS continues the Ar, e the 
Flowers round the Tomb. 


Gentle Spirit, Peace be thine! 
This ſad Office ſtill be mine; 

Theſe fond Marks of Love receive, 
All a drooping Sire can give. 1 


Daring 


4 ww - Small. 
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. | 
During the Song, LySANDER diſcourſes 
with MUSIDORUS; — EUPHEmMIA, with 
"DAPHNE and Laura. She often fixes 
ſer Eyes on the Monument „with Marks Y 
Emotion. 


The Song ended, they advance. 


Mufrdorns. 

Good Evn, DorasTvus, | 
And heard be all thy Oriſons! Behold 
I bring with me a Pair, who even now 
Ar yonder conſecrated Altar feal'd 
The Bond of wedded Faith. Far is their 

Home, 

Beyond the Southern Mountains; but Deſire 
To viſit theſe our Plains hath urg'd their 


Steps 
Hither, to ſojourn with us.——Lo! they 
1 mn” 
Your Grace and Welcome ; and will prove, 
I judge, 
| worthy your Courteſy. Their brital Bed 


My Daughters have prepar'd; and I myſelf 
Shall be their this Night's Hoſt ; a ſecret Im- 
pulſe 


Hath v won me. to their Service. 


Jy ſander. 
Strangers here, 
Each Mark of Hoſpitality muſt charm ; 
And ſooth to ſay, * our kind Patron's 


Care 
Hath 
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Hath far outſtrip'd my Hope. — Might we 
obtain 

Thy Pray'rs, reſpe&ed Hermit, nothing then 

Remains to crown our Fortune. 


Doraſtus. 


| If the Bleſſ ing 
Of an old Man by many a Sorrow worn, 
And bow'd by many a Year, can aught 
avail, | 
O 85 it, freely take it. May the Ad 
Of this fair Day be proſper di may a Length 
Of Happineſs be yours! a virtuous Race 
To both endear the World! and all your 
ain, 
Vour E' ning Paths of Life, be ſpread with 
Flow'rs 


That never grew in mine! 


Lyſander. 
Ah! much TI grieve. 


That your's have prov'd uneven !——For 
| pour Wiſhes 
Count me your Debtor. My EUPHE MIA 
od, 

My Bride ſhall thank vou; for her Heart is 
gentle, 

And grateful as BY: Flow'r that pays with 
Sweets 


The genial Summer's Bounty l- 


we 


en 


On which Affliction walks not! 
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As he turns to EUnEMIA, he finds her Jook- 
ins towards the Tomb with 4 avelancholy 
Attention. | 


Ha! my Love, 
Whence this Amaze ? why doſt thou bend 
| thy Sight 
On vonder Tomb? and wherefore on thy 
Brow 
Sits a deſcriptive 8 that hath drank 


The Luſtre of thine Eyes, and damp'd the 
oy 


Which ſparkled there but now eG, 
| why is this? 


What the ſtrange Cauſe? 
 Eupbemig. 


| The Cauſe is in myſelf; 
0 my LysANDER! I have fool'd my Senſe 
With viſionary Hope, and now awake 
To meet my Error. 


L yſander. 
Nay! explain, EupHEMIA. 
Euphemia. 


This good Man's Sigh has op'd my Eyes; 
this Scene 
Of Death has 2 me. 


think | 
That there was any Ground where Mortals 
tread 


Ev'ry 


1 * 


Clime 


Engenders 


Blind to 
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Engenders human Woe; andfam'd Arca: T 


Is pregnant with the nine diſaſtrous Fortune 
That other Regions know. 


Doraſtus. 
Our Life, fair Lady, 
Muſt needs be chequer' d thus. 


Iyſander. 
Alas! my "TACY 
Let us enjoy the Good, nor with vain 
Search 
Anticipare Misfoctune; come it will, 
Though Wiſdom ſtand as Guard; and e' en 
| theſe Shades 
Muſt ſometimes own its Pow'r. 


| Re | 
___ Miſtaken Maid! 
Is this the Land where Pleaſure only reign'd? 
Was it for this I pac'd ſo long a Way? 
Abandon'd Sp ART A? and fo far allur'd 
Thy wand'ring Steps LyYSANDER, here to 


meet 
The Face of Sorrow? Where is that 
Content 
1 boaſted? Where that Peace, ſhe 
ſaid | 
Should greet our Coming ?—— Ah could 
| The delude | 
That "ew ſhe ſo long nouriſh'd ? 


 Doraftus. | 
_ HeardI aright? 
Or did falſe Sounds abuſe me? ——Spake 
you not 


Of 


' tt; 9 5 
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Of SPARTA» and ARANTHE; courteous : 


Lady? 
Pray you ſay on; for to my Ear you utter'd 


A Name well known. ARANTHE! knew 
you her? 


And lives ſhe ont 7 


88 


Ah no! ſhe is no more! 

With pious Hand theſe Maidens clos'd her 
Eyes, 
Bathing her Corſe with Tears. 


Fuphemia. 
In her I loſt 
The beſt of Women, whoſe indulgent Care 
No Time ſhall wear away.——Her lateſt 
; With 
Was I mould ſeek ae where her- 
er” 
Had ibctins known a happier Deſtiny 
Than SpARTA's Walls afforded. 


Doraſtus. 
You are then 


Her Daughter doubtleſs; you perhaps hare 


oft 
Heard her relate- - - 


Euphbemia. 
Good Hermit, you miſtake; 
I am no Child of her' s, though many a Year 


Such] was deem'd, till her laſt Breath unveiPd 
The 
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The Error, and declar'd I was a Pledge 
Inſtruſted ro her Care in infant Years, . 
By whom was unexplain'd, for Death's cold 
| Graſp 
Broke of th unfiniſh? d Tale, and I had 
walk'd 
The World a ſriendleſs Orphan, and alone, 
But for this virtuous Youth, ta whom I've 
giv'n 
That Love his Merit claim'd.— But why 
on me 
Is eaſt that Look of Eagerneſs ?—Why heaves 
Thy lab'ring Boſom thus? or whence thole 
Tears 


That tremble in thine Eye? 


Doraſtus. 


| DO Nature !—Nature! 
Who with thy pow'rful, and inviſible Hand 
Shak'ſt my whole Frame with Tumult,— 


can I think 
This Conflict, theſe Forebodings of a Fa- 
ther 
Are rais'd, or felt in yain ?——The Stroke's 
too great! 
Pray you your Arm a Moment. Les 
| it muſt— 
Thoſe Features wear the radiant Hue of 
Truth! 


There cannot * Deceit.——Ir is. lt is 
My long-loſt Child reſtor'd,—— 


Eupbemia. 


- CC 


Fo! | he | how — 
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All- ruling Gods! | 
Have ye upheld me through the Maze of 
Life 


Unknowing, | and unknown, in this far Land 
To guide me to a Parent? 


| Lyſauder. 


All's explain'd; 


This was ARANTHE' s. Meaning , this the 
Cauie 


| She urg'd ſo ſtrong your Coming, hoping 


{till 


Some Chance might bring about this bleſt 


Fent 
Th indulgent Gods have proſper d. 


Doraſtus. 


Gen'rous Youth! 
Whoſe Graces have endear'd thee to my 
Child, 
Whoſe Truth and Friendſhip won her, let 
my Arms 
Embrace thee as a Son. —— 4A Father's 
Bleſſing, | 
Pour'd a Heart with Graticade o'er- 
come, 
Shall now enforce the reſt —— Alas! too 
quick 
| My 


| 
1 
' 
| 
| 
1 
: 
| 
: 
4 
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My Spirits bound !—Prithee reſolve my Mind 
A few fond Queſtions more. 
[ They withdraw to the Bottom of 
the Stage. 


Muſdorus. 
See, my Children, 

The virtuous ſtill are happy !—This is ſhe 
So long-reputed dead, for whom was rear'd 
The Starue, and the Tomb for whom theſe 

Shades 
So oft” have echo'd with a Father's Sighs; 
Sighs now repaid with Tranſports! 


Laura. 

| Nor in vain 

"0 we intwin'd the feſtive Wreath. This 

Night | 

Shall ſocial Pleaſure beam from ev'ry Eye, 

And Sounds cf Joy be heardalong the Vale, 
| Dapbne. 

See where returning from the hallow'd Grove 

The Shepherds croſs the Plain. I'll be my- 

ſelf 
Of this Event the Harbinger; will, prove 


Moſt welcome to them all. 
[ Exit. 


DorasTvs, LyYSANDER, EUPHEMIA, and 
DkELIA, come forward, 


Doraſtus. 
Enough, enough; 
My ſtormy Life at laſt ſinks to a Calm. 
Come 


1d 


How juſt are all thy Ways! 
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Come Death now when it will, III meet it 
ſmiling 
Upheld by this lov'd Pair. 


Lyſander. 
Long live to ſee 
Our mutual Happineſs! and be repaid 
In the bright Virtues of your new-found 
Daughrer 


The Suff rings you've endur'd ! 


Doraſtus. 

Great Providence! 

Never let 
| Man, 

Howe'er he be diſtreſs'd, abandon Hope; 

For in the Moment whes the Cloud is 


blackeſt, 

When the big Storm rolls loudeſt o'er his 
Head, 

The Hand of Heav'n perhaps ſupports his 
STEPS, 

And guides: him back to Peace!—— Twas 


but this Morn, 
stung with Remembrance of my former 
Woes, 
I curs'd the Sons of SpARTA; ere Day cloſe 
A SPARTAN Hand leads back the Child 1 
loſt, - 


And quite atones the Wrongs his Country 


did me! 


Vo l. I. TT Abe 
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Euphemia. 
Juſtly I ſtand reprov'd. 


own 
Each Murmur is a Crime, and Diſcontent 
Ingratitude to Heav'n. 


| Doraſtus. 


| Forbear to think 
This Earth can teem Perfection; far beyond 
Thoſe azure Rocks that kiſs the floping 


Sky 

A happier Region lies, to which com- 
par'd 

Our Spot, is as the dank and tainted 
Gale 


To tl unſully'd Breath of Morning.—_— 
There the Toils 
Of lab'ring Virtue ceaſe! and thither 
| | | oft 
She turns her patient Eye, and ſeeks her 
ron! 
*Tis there Evenena „ and 'tis there 
alone 
Perfection may be hop'd; on this Side, all 
Is mutable and frail! 


Euphemia. 


Yet *cis not ſtrange 
The Mind that's turor'd to expect roo much 
Should _ at Diſappointment. 


Doraſtus. 


Henceforth I'll 


fawad 5 \, ws 


by =; gained 


0 
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Doraſtus. 


That, my Child, 
Is Life's grand Error; — we delude our- 
ſelves, 
And charge the Cheats of Fancy to the. 
| World. 
Man in his viſionary Hour conceives | 
Joys never deſtin'd for him, then fits | 
| down 
In ſullen Bitoni; to think he loſes 
That which he ne'er poſſeſs'd. Go, wi- 
ſer you 
My Children, curb your Wiſhes, taſte with 
Thanks 
Thar Good the Gods allot you; and re- 
member, 
Howe' er our hs are chequer'd by Misfor- 
tune, 
Life ſtill has many Pleaſures for the 
Virtuous. 


Muſidorus. 


The neighb'ring Swains, whom DELIA has 
inform'd 


Of what has chanc'd, with Looks of 


Tranſport haſte 
To greet your happier Fortune. 


Bb 2 A Number 
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A Number of ARCADIANS enter with 
DAPHNE , and ſurround DoRASTUS with 
Marks of Congratulation. 


Doraſtus. 


Ah! how ſweet 
Their Steps who ſpeak of Peace! 
my Friends, 
A Heart that reads your Purpoſe in your 
| Eye, „ 
A Heart, the 
Gods 
lore quite o'erwhelm'd with Mercy! 
Thanks to all 
Who ſhare with me this Joy; and double 
Thanks 
To thee, kind Mus1DoRUs, whom this 
Night 
We all will ſojourn with, and "cheer the 
Board 
Thy lib'cal Hand has fpread.——Rich Flocks, 
and Herds, | 
And wide- ſpread Paſtures, ſhall be givn 
to- morrow 


In Dowry with this Maid. ——You Der 


I have, 


And regiſters your Love 


roo 

Shall now become my Care.—— Let us 
away. 

The Ev * Star is ris'n, —— and as we 
pals 


Let 


NN 


In Notes that deep - felt Gratitude in- 


N ARCADIA 387 


Let all our choral Youth their Voices 


join 


ſpires. 


CHORYU 8. 
Mighty ©. AN! to thee we owe 
All the Happineſs we know j— 
Let our Lives ſtill peaceful glide; 
Give us Virtue for our Guide. 


[ Exeunt. 


Bs _ me 


o 
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EPILOGUE. 
Mortals , who this Drama view, 
Own you not its Moral true? —— 
Virtuous Minds ſhould nee deſpatr 5 
They are Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
IWho teaches ſuff ring Man to know 
Hopz's THE COUNTERPOISE OF WOE. 


But if Hoes unlicens d reigns, 
Wildly ſeeks ideal Plains, 
Pictures Joys it ne er can meet, 
Paths ne er trod by human Feet; 
Then, ah! then expect to find, 


ARCADIA'S ONLY IN THE MIND. | 
2 570 
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The WE sT INDIAN, a Comedy, by Mr. 
Cumberland. 


The Misr AKES OP A NIGHT, a Comedy, 
by Doctor Goldſmith. 


> 


ALZUMA , a Tragedy „by Arthur Murphey. 


The Monument IN And ADI, a Dra- 
matic Poem, by G. Keate. 
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